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EPISTLE TO Dr. ARBUTHNOT 

BXINO 
THB PROLOGUE TO THE SATIRES. 

ADVERTIBEBIENT 
7b &ejbr$t PMcatUM of iki» EpiaUe. 

rhii paper ii a sort of bill of complaint, begun many 
years since, and drawn up by snatches, as the several 
occasions oAred. I had no thoughts of publishing it, 
till it pleased s<mie persons of rank and fortune, [the 
authors of Verses to the imitator of Horace, and of an 
Epistle to a Doctor of Divinity from a Nobleman at 
Hampton Court] to attack, in a very extraordinary 
manner, not only my Mrritings (of which, being public, 
the public is Judge) but my person, morals, and family ; 
whereof, to those who know me not, a truer informa- 
tion may be requisite. Being divided between the 
necessity to say something of myself and my own lazi- 
ness to undertake so awkward a task, I thought it thb 
shortest way to put the last hand to this Epistle. If it 
have any thing pleasing, it will be that by which I am 
most desirous to please, the truth and the sentiment ; 
and if any thing offensive, it will be only to those I am 
least sorry to offend, the vicious or the ungenerous. 

Many will know their own pictures in it, there being 
not a circumstance but what is true ; but I have, for 
the most part, spared their names; and they may 
escape being laughed at, if they lAeaae. 
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[ would have gome of them to know, it was owing to the 
request of the learned and candid friend to whom it is 
inscribed, that I make not as free use of theirs as they 
have dome of mime. Howerar, 1 shaH hare thiK i^van- 
tage and honour on my side, that whereas, by their 
proceeding, any abuse may be directed at any man, no 
injury can possibly be done by mine ; since a nameless 
character can never be foiuid out but by its truth and 
likeness. 



P. ' Shut, shut the door, good John,' fatigued, I 

said. 
Tie up the knocker, say I'm sick, Tn dead.' 
The dog-star ra^es ! nay, 'tis past a doubt. 
Ail Bedlam, or Parnassus, is let out : 
Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand. 
They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 

What walls can guard me, wt what shades can hide ? 
They pierce my thickets, through my grot they glide ; 
By land, by water, they renew the charge ; 
lliey stop the chariot, and they board the barge. 
No place is sacred, not the church is free, 
E'en Sunday shines no sabbath-day to me ; 
Then from the Mint walks forth the man of rhyme, 
Happy to catch me !— just at dinner time. 

Is there a parson, much bemused in beer, 
A maudlin poetess, a rhyming peer, 
A clerk foredoom'd his Other's soul to cross. 
Who peiyi a stanza when he should engross ; 
Is there who, lock'd from ink and paper, scrawls 
With desperate charcoal round his darkened walls ; 
All fly to Twit'nam, and in humble strain 
Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. 
Arthur, whose giddy son neglects the laws. 
Imputes to me and my damn'd works the cause ; 
Poor Cornus sees his frantic wife elope, 
And curses wit, and poetry, and Pope. 

Friend to my life ! (which did not you prolong. 
The world had wanted manv an idle song) 
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What drop or aostram can this plague remove? 
Or which must end me, a fooFs wrath or love ? 
A dire dilemma ! either way Ym sped ; 
If foes, they write ; if friends, they read me dead. 
Seized and tied down to judge, how wretched I ! 
Who can't be silent, and who will not lie : 
To laugh, were want of goodness and of grace ; 
And to be grave, exceeds all power efface. 
I sit with sad civility ; I read 
With honest anguish, and an aching head ; 
And drop at last, but in unwilling ears. 
This saving counsel, ' Keep your piece nine yean. 
* Nine years !' cries he, who, high in Drury-lane, 
Lnird by soft zephyrs through the broken pane, 
Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before term ends 
Obliged by hunger and request of friends : 

* The piece, you think, is incorrect : why take it ; 
I'm all submission ; what you'd have it make it.' 

Three things another's modest wishes bound, 
My friendship, and a prologue, and ten pound. 

Pitboleon sends to me ; * You know his grace ; 
I want a patron ; ask him for a place.' 
Pitholeon libell'd me — * but here's a letter 
Informs you, sir, 'twas when he knew no better. 
Dare you refuse him Curll invites to dine 7 
He'll write a journal, or he'll turn divine.' 

Bless me ! a packet.— * 'Tis a stranger sues} 
A virgin tragedy, an orphan muse.' |§ 

If I dislike it, ' Furies, death, and rage !' • 

If I approve, * Commend it to the stage.* 
There (thank my stars) my whole commission ends, 
The players and I are, luckily, no friends. 
Fired that the house reject him, * 'Sdeath ! I'll print it* 
And shame the fools — ^your interest, sir, with lintot.* 

* Lintot, dull rogue ! will think your price too much : 

* Not, sir, if you revise it, and retouch.' 
All my demurs but double his attacks : 

At last he whispers, ' Do^ and we go snacks * 
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Glad of a quarrel, straight I clap the door, 

* Sir, let me see your works and you no more/ 

*Tis sunif, when Midas* ears began to spring, 
(Midas, a sacred person and a king,) 
His very minister, who spied them first, 
(Some say his queen,) was forced to speal^ ot 

burst. 
And is not mine, my friend, a sorer case. 
When every coxcomb perks them in my face ? 

A. Good friend, forbear! you deal in dangerous 
things, 
rd never name queens, ministers, or kings ; 
Keep close to ears, and those let asses prick, 
•Tis nothing— P. Nothing? if they bite and kick 7 
Oat with it, Dunciad ! let the secret pass. 
That secret to each fool, that he's an ass : 
The truth once told (and wherefore should we lie ?) 
The queen of Midas slept, and so may I. 

You think this cruel : take it for a rule. 
No creature smarts so little as a fool. 
Let peals of laughter, Codrus ! round thee break. 
Thou unconcem'd canst hear the mighty crack : 
Pit, box, and gallery, in convulsions hurl'd, 
Thou stand'st unshook amidst a bursting world. 
Who shames a scribbler ? Break one cobweb through 
He spins the slight, self-pleasing thread anew : 
Destroy his fib or sophistry, in vain, 
The crime's at his diity work again, 
Throdbd on the centre of his thin designs, 
Proud of a vast extent of flimsy lines : 
Whom have I hurt ? has poet yet, or peer, 
Lost the arch'd eyebrow, or Parnassian sneer? 
And has not Colly still his lord and whore ? 
His butchers Henly ? his free-masons Moore ? 
Does not one table Bavius still admit ? 
Still to one bishop Phillips seem a wit ? 
Still Sappho — A. Hold; for God's sake— you'll ofifend 
No names— be calm — ^leam prudence of a friend : 
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I too coald write, and I am twice as tall ; 

Bat foes like tbese—P. One flatterer*s worse than all 

Of all mad creatures, if the learned are right, 

It is the slaver kills, and not the bite. 

A fool quite angry is quite innocent : 

Alas ! 'tis ten times worse when they repent 

One dedicates in high heroic prose. 
And ridicules beyond a hundred foes : 
One from all Grub street will my fame defend* 
And, more abusive, calls himself my friend. 
This prints my letters, that expects a bribe. 
And others roar aloud * Subscribe, subscribe !* 

There are, who to my person pay their court* 
I cough like Horace, and, though lean, am short. 
Ammon's great son one shoulder had too high. 
Such Ovid's nose, and, * Sir ! yon have an eye— 
Go on, obliging creatures, make me see 
AU that disgraced my betters met in me. 
Say for my comfort, languishing in bed, 
Jost so inmiortal Maro held his head ;* 
And when I die, be sure you let me know 
Great Homer died three thousand yean ago. 

Why did I write ? what sin to me unknown 
Dipp'd me in ink— my parents' or my own ? 
As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 
I lisp'd in numbers, for the numbers came ; 
I left no calling for this idle trade, 
No duty broke, no father disobey'd : 
The muse but served to ease some friend, not wifti 
To help me through this long disease, my life 
To second, Arfouthnot ! thy art and care, 
And teach the being you preserved to bear. 

But why then publish ? Granville the polite, 
And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could write; 
Well-natured Garth inflamed with early praise. 
And Congreve loved, and Swift endured, my layi, 
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield read, 
E'en mitred Rochester would nod the headt 
Vol. IL 3 
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And St. John's 961f (^^reat Bryden'ci friend beiR>re) 
With open artns Peceired one poet more. 
Happy my studies, when by these approved ! 
Happier their author, when by these beloved ! 
From these the world will judge of men and books, 
Not from the Burnets, Oldinixons, and Cooks. 

Sofl were my numbers : who could take offehce 
While pure deseription held the place of sense 7 
Like gentle Fanny's was my flowery theme, 
* A painted mistress, or a purling stream.' 
Yet then did Gildon draw his venal quill; 
I wish'd the man a dinner, and sat still: 
Yet then did Dennis rave in fundus fii^t; 
I never answer'd ; I was not in debt ; 
If want provoked, or madness made them print, 
I waged no War with Bedlam or the MSnt. 

Did some more sober critic come abroad t 
If wrong, I smiled ; if right, I kiss'd the rod : 
Pains, reading, study, are their just pretence, 
And all they want is spirit, taste, and sense. 
Commas and points they set exactly right, 
And 'twere a nn to rob them of their mite. 
Yet ne'er one sprig of laurel graced these ribalds, 
From slashing Bently down to piddling Tibbalds : 
Each wight, who reads not, and but scans and spelb 
Each word-c&lcher, that lives dn syllables. 
E'en such small critics some regard may claim. 
Preserved in Milton'6 or in Shakspeare^s n^e. 
Pt^ ! itk aitiber to observe the forms 
Of hairs, dr straps, or dirt, or grubs, Or WOMoii ! 
The things we know are neither rich nor rate, 
But wonder how the devU they got thei^. 

Were others angry ? I excused them too ; 
Well might tfii^y rAge : I gave theih but th^dtte 
A man's true taint 'tis n6t bard to fiod ; 
But eaeh hian's sec^t ttandard in his mihd^ 
That casting-weight pride adds to einptiheto. 
This, who Oim gtat^ ? for Who tan gueiw t 
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The bard whom piifer'd pastorals renown, 

Who turns a Persian tale for half a crown ; 

Just writes to make his barrenness appear. 

And strains from hard-bound brains eight lines a year 

He who, still wanting, though he lives on thefl, 

Steals much, spends little, yet has nothing left : 

And he, who, now to sense, now nonsense leaning, 

Means not, but blunders round about a meaning ; 

And he, whose fustian's so sublimely bad, 

It is not poetry, but prose run mad : 

All these my modest satire bade translate, 

And own'd that nine such poets made a Tate. 

How did they fume, and stamp, and roar, and chafe. 

And swear not Addison himself was safe. 

Peace to all such ! but were there one whose fires 
True genius kindles, and fair fame inspires ; 
Bless'd with each talent and each art to please, 
And bom to write, converse, and live with ease; 
Should such a man, too fond to rule alone. 
Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 
View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyes, 
And hate for arts that caused hidiself to rise ; 
Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer, 
And, without sneering, teach the rest to sneer ; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike, 
Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike ; 
Alike reserved to blame or to commend, 
A timorous foe, and a suspicious friend ; 
Dreading e'en fools, by flatterers besieged, 
And so obliging that he ne'er obliged; 
JUke Cato, give his little senate laws. 
And sit attentive to his own applause ; 
While wits and Templars every sentence raise, 
And wonder with a foolish face of praise— 
Who but must laugh, if such a man there be ? 
Who would not weep, if Atticus were he ? 

What though my name stood rubric on the waUsi 
Or plaster'd posts, with claps, in capitals? 
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Or smoking forth, a hundred hawkers' load, 
On wings of winds came flying all abroad? 
I sought no homage from the race that write : 
I kept, like Asian monarchs, from their sight : 
Poems I heeded (now be-rbymed so long) 
No more than thou, great George ! a biith-day song 
I ne'er with wits or witlings pass*d my days, 
To spread about the itch of verse and praiM; 
Nor like a puppy, daggled through the town, 
To fetch and carry sing-song up and down ; 
Nor at rehearsals sweat, and mouth'd, and cried, 
With handkerchief and orange at my side : . 
But sick of fops, and poetry, and prate. 
To Bufo left the whole Castalian state. 

Proud as Apollo on his forked hill, 
Sat full-blown Bufo, puff'd by every quill ; 
Fed with soft dedication all day long, 
Horace and he went hand and hand in song. 
His library (where busts of poets dead, 
And a true Pindar stood without a head) 
Received of wits an undistinguish'd race. 
Who first his judgment ask'd, and then a place ; 
Much they extoU'd his pictures, much his seat, 
And flatter'd every day, and some days eat ; 
Till, grown more frugal in his riper days, 
He paid some bards with port, and some with praise 
To some a dry rehearsal was assign'd, 
And others (harder still) he paid in kind. 
I>ryden alone (what wonder 7) came not nigh ; 
Dryden alone escaped this judging eye : 
But still the great have kindness in reserve : 
He help'd to bury whom he help'd to starve. 

May some choice patron bless each grey-goose quill 
May every Bavins have his Bufo sdll ! 
So when a statesman wants a day's defence, 
Or envy holds a whole week's war with sense, 
Or simple pride for flattery makes demands, 
May dunce by dunce be whistled off my hands. 
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Bless'd be the great ! for those they take away, 

Aod those they left me— for they left me Gay : 

Left me to see neglected genkis bloom. 

Neglected die, and tell it on his tomb : 

Of all thy blameless life the sole return 

My verse, and Queensberry weeping o*er thy urn ! 

Oh, let me live my own, and die so too ! 
(To live and die is dl I have to do :) 
Maintain a poet's dignity and ease. 
And see what friends, and read what books I please : 
Above a patron, though I condescend 
Sometimes to call a minister my friend. 
I was not bom for courts or great afiaixs : 
I pay my debts, believe, and say my prayers ; 
Can sleep without a poem in my head, 
Nor know if Dennis be alive or dead. 

Why am I ask'd what next shall see the light 7 
Heavens ! was I bom for nothing but to write ? 
Has life no joys for me 7 or (to be grave) 
Have I no friend to serve, no soul to save 7 
' I found him close with Swift'—* Indeed ! no doubt, 
Cries prating Balbos, * something will come out' 
'Tis all in vain, deny it as I will ; 
*No, such a genius never can Ue still :' 
And then for mine obligingly mistakes 
The first lampoon sir Will or Bubo makes. 
Poor, guiltless I ! and can I choose but smile. 
When every coxcomb knows me by my style? 

Cursed be the verse, how well soe'er it flow, 
That tends to make one worthy man my foe. 
Give virtue scandal, innocence a fear. 
Or from the soft^eyed virgin steal a tear: 
But he who hurts a harmless neighbour's peace, 
Insults fallen worth, or beauty in distress, 
Who loves a lie, lame slander helps about. 
Who writes a libel, or who copies out ; 
That fop, whose pride affects a patron's name. 
Vet absent, wounds an author's honest fame ; 
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Who can your merit Mlfithly approve, 
And show the miuo of it without the iove ; 
Who has the vanity to call you friend. 
Yet wanta the honour, iiyured, to defend ; 
Who tells whatever yoa think, whate'er yon aaft 
And, if he lie not, mnat at least betray; 
Who to the dean and silver bell can swear, 
And sees at Canons what was never there; 
Who reads bat with a lust to misapply, 
IMakes satire a lampoon, and fiction lie : 
A lash like mine no honest aaan shall dread. 
But aU such babbling blockheads in his stead. 

Let Sporas tremble— A. What? that thhif of 
silk, 
Sporas, that raeie white cord of asa's milk 7 
Satire or sense, alas ! can Sporas feel? 
Who breaks a butterfly npon a wheel 7 

P. Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings, 
This painted child of dirt, that stinks and stings : 
Whose bun the witty and the feir annoys. 
Yet wit ne*er tastes, and beauty ne*er eiyoys : 
So well-bred spanids civilly delight 
In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 
Eternal smiles his emptiness betray. 
As shallow streams ran dimpling all the way. 
Whether in florid impotence he speaks, 
And as the prompter breathes, the puppet s<ineaka , 
Or at the ear of Eve, femiliar toad. 
Half froth, half venom, spits himself abroad. 
In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies, 
Or spite, or smut, or rhymes, or blasphemies : 
His wit all see-saw, between that and this. 
Now high, now low, now master up, now miss. 
And he himself one vile antithesis. 
Amphibioas thing! that, acting either part, 
The trifling head, or the corrapted heart; 
Fop at the toilet, flatterer at the board, 
Now trips a lady, and now strats a lord. 



PROiJ0aU£ TO THE 8ATIU8. 1ft 

Cve*8 tempter thn* the nblHiis have eipreM'd, 
A cherub's face, and reptile all the rest : 
fieauty that sbo<^ you, parts that noae will ttoit, 
Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the dost. 

Not fcHtiune's worshipper, nor ftshion's fool, 
Not lucre's madman, nor ambition's to<^ 
Not proud, nor servile : be one poet's praise. 
That, if he pleased, he pleased by manly ways 
That flattery, e'en to kings, he held a shame, 
And thought a lie in verae or prose the same ; 
That not in fancy's maze he winder'd long, 
But stoop'd to truth* and moralized his song ; 
That not for lame, but virtue's better end, 
He stood the furious foe, the timid friend, 
The damning critic, half-approving wit, ' 

The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit : 
Laugh'd at the Iom of friends he never had. 
The dull, th« proud, the wicked, and the mad ; 
The distant threats of vengeance on his head. 
The blow unfelt, the tear he never shed ; 
The tale revived, the lie so ofc o'erthrown. 
The imputed trash, and dulness not his own; 
The morals blacken'd when the writings 'scape, 
The libeU'd person, and the pictured shape ; 
Abuse, on all he loved, or loved him, spread, 
A friend in exile, or a £ither dead ; 
The whisper, that, to greatness still too near, 
perhaps yet vibrates on his sovereign's ear — 
Welcome for thee, fair virtue ! all the past : 
For thee, fair virtue ! welcome e'en the last I 

A. But why insult the poor, affront the great I 
P. A knave's a knave to me, in every state ; 
Alike my scorn, if he succeed or fail, 
Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail: 
A hireling scribbler, or a hireling peer, 
Knight of the post corrupt, or of the shiit | 
If on a pillory, or near a throne, 

lie gain his prince's ear, or lose his own. 
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Yet soft by nature, more a dupe thaa wit, 
Sappho can tell yoa how this man was bit ; 
Phis dreaded satirist Dennis will eonfess 
Foe to his pride, bat friend to his distress ! 
So humble, he has knocked at Tibbald's door, 
Has drank with Gibber, nay, has rhymed for 

Moore: 
Full ten years slanderVl, did he onoe reply ? 
Three thousand sons went down on Welsted's lie 
To please a mistress one aspersed his life ; 
He lash'd him not, bat let her be his wife : 
Let Budgell charge low Grub street on his qmU, 
And write whatever he pleased, except his will; 
Let the two Curlls of town and court abase 
His father, mother, body, soul, and move 
Yet why ? that father held it for a ralok 
It was a sin to call our neighbour fool : 
That harmless mother thought no wife a whore : 
Hear this and spare his family, James Moore ! 
Unspotted names, and memorable long. 
If there be force in virtue or in song. 
Of gentle blood (part shed in honour's causey 

While yet in Britain honour had applause) 

Each parent sprang— A. What fortune, pray ? 
P. Their own, 

And better got than Bestia*s from the throne. 

Bora to no pride, mheriting no strife, 

Nor marrying discord in a noble wife : 

Stranger to civil and religious rage, 

The good man walk'd innoxious through his age 

No courts he saw, no suits would ever try. 

Nor dared an oath, nor hazarded a lie. 

Unleam'd, he knew no schoolman's sabtlo art, 

No language but the language of the heart 

By nature honest, by experience wise ; 

Healthy by temperance and by exereise ; 

His life, though long, to sickness paas'd unknown, 

His death was instant and without a groan. 
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O grant me thus to live, and thua to die ! 

'Who sprung- from kings diali know leaa joy than I. 

O friend ! may eacb domestic bliss be thine ! 
Be no unpleasing melancholy mine ; 
Me, let the tender office long engage, 
To rock the cradle of reposing age, 
With lenient arts extend a mother's breath, 
Make languor smile, and smooth the bed of death ; 
Explore the thought, explain the asking eye. 
And keep awhile one parent from the sky ! 
On cares like these if length of days attend. 
May Heaven, to bless those days, preserve my fiiend ! 
Preserve him social, cheerful, and serene, 
And just as rich as when he served a queen ! 

A. Whether that blessing be denied or given, 
Thus far was right ; the rest belongs to Heaven. 



SATIRES AND EPISTLES 

or 

HORACE, IMITATED. 

ADVERTISEMENT, 
rhe occasion of publishing these Imitations was the 
clamour raised on some of my Epistles. An answer 
ft'om Horace was both more full, and of more dignity, 
than any I could have made in my own person : and 
the example of maeh greater freedom in so eminent a 
divine as Dr. Donne, seemed a proof with what indig> 
nation and contempt a Christian may treat vice or 
folly, in ever so low or ever so high a station. Both 
these authors were acceptable to the princes and mi- 
nisters under whom they lived. The satires of Dr. 
Donne I versified at the desire of the earl of Oxford, 
while he was lord treasurer, and of the duke of 
Shrewsbury, who had been secretary of state ; neither 
3f whom looked upon a satire on vicious courts as 
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any reflection on those they served in. And, indeed 
there is not in the world a greater error, than that 
which fools are so apt to fall into, and knaves with 
good reason to encourage, the mistaking a satirist for 
a libeller; whereas to a true satirist nothing is so 
odious as a libeller, for the same reason as to a man 
truly virtuous nothing is so hatefVil as a hypocrite. 
Uni equus virtuti atque ejus amicis. 



Whoever expects a paraphrase of Horace, or a 
faithful copy of his genius, or manner of writing, in 
these imitations, will be much disappointed. Oar 
author uses the Roman poet for little more than his 
canvass : and if the old design or colouring chance 
to suit his purpose, it is well ; if not, he employs bis 
own, without scruple or ceremony. Hence it is, he 
is so frequently serious where Horace is in jest, and 
at ease where Horace is disturbed. In a word, he 
regulates his movements no further on his origmal, 
than was necessary for his concurrence in promoting 
their common plan of reformation of manners. 

Had it been his purpose merely to paraphrase an 
ancient satirist, he had hardly made choice of Horace : 
with whom, as a poet, he held little in common, be- 
sides a comprehensive knowledge of life and mannera, 
and a certain curious felicity of expression, which 
consists in using the simplest language with dignity 
and the most ornamented with ease. For the rest, 
his harmony and strength of numbers, his force and 
splendour of colouring, his gravity and sublimity of 
sentiment, would have rather led him to another mo 
del. Nor was his temper less unlike that of Horace 
than his talents. What Horace would only smile at. 
Mr. Pope would treat with the grave severity of Per- 
sius; and what Mr. Pope would strike with the cau8« 
tic lightning of JuvenaJ, Horace would content him- 
self in taming into ridicule. 

If it be asked, then, why he took any body at aU to 
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Imitate, he has infonned ua in his adveitisement. To 
which we may add, that this sort of imitations, which 
are of the nature of parodies, adds reflected grace and 
splendour on original wit. Besides, he deemed it 
more modest to give the name of imitations to his sa^ 
tire, than, like Despreauz, to give the name of satires 
to imitations. 



BOOK IL— SATIRE I. 

TO MR FORTESCUE. 

P There are (I scarce can think it, but am told) 
There ore to whom my satire seems too bohl; 
Scarce to wise Peter complaisant enough, 
And something said of Chartres much too rough. 
The lines are weak, another's pleased to say : 
Lord Fanny spins a thousand such a day. 
Timorous by nature, of the rich in awe, 
I come to counsel learned in the law : 
You 'U give me, like a friend, both sage and fi«6^ 
Advice : and (as you use) without a fee. 

F. I'd write no more. 

P. Not write ? but then I think. 
And for my soul I cannot sleep a wink. 
I nod in company, I wake at night. 
Fools rush into my head, and so I write. 

F. You could not do a worse thing for your life. 
Why, if the night seems tedious — ^take a wife : 
Or rather truly, if your point be rest. 
Lettuce and cowslip wine ; probatum ett. 
But talk with Celsos, Celsus will advise 
Hartshorn, or something that shall close your eyes. 
Or, if you needs must write, write Cesar's praise, 
You Ml gain at least a knighthood, or the bays. 

P. What, like sir Richard ! rumbling, rough, and fierce 
With arms,and Geoi^^e and Brunswick crowd the verse* 
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Rend wkh tremendous sound your ears asunder^ 
With gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbuss, and thunder I 
Or nobly wild, with Budgeirs fire and force, 
paint angels trembling round his fallen horse 7 

F. Then all your muse's softer art display ; 
Lpt Carolina smooth the tuneful lay ; 
Lull with Amelia's liquid name the Nine, 
And sweetly flow through all the royal Ime. 

P. Alas ! few verses touch their nicer ear ; 
They scarce can bear their laureat twice a year : 
And justly Csesar scorns the poet's lays ; 
It is to history he trusts for praise. 

F. Better be Cibber, FU maintain it still, 
Than ridicule all taste, blaspheme quadrille, 
Abuse the city's best good men in metre. 
And laugh at peers that put their trust in Peter ; 
E'en those you touch not, hate you. 

P. What should ail 'em ? 

F. A hundred smart in Timon and in Balaam : 
The fewer still you name, you wound the more; 
Bond is but one, but Harpax is a score. 

P. Each mortal has his pleasure : none deny 
Scarsdale his bottle, Darty his ham-pie ; 
Ridotta sips and dances, till she see 
The doubling lustres dance as fast as she : 
F— loves the senate, Hockleyhole his brother 
Like in all else, as one egg to another. 
I love to pour out all myself, as plain 
As downright Shippen, or as old Montague : 
In them, as certain to be loved as seen, 
The soul stood forth, nor kept a thought within 
In me what spots (for spots I have) appear, 
Will prove at least the medium must be clear. 
In this impartial glass, my muse intends 
Fair to expose myself, my foes, my friends ; 
Publish the present age ; but where my text 
Is vice too high, reserve it for the next : 
My foes shall wish my life a longer date, 
And every friend the less lament my fate. 



IMITATIONS OF HORACE. 21 

My head and heart thus flowing through my qnill, 

Veraeman or Proseman, term me which you will. 

Papist or Protestant, or both between, 

Like good Erasmus in an honest meany 

Tn moderation placing all my glory, 

While Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 

Satire 's ray weapon, but Tm too discreet 
To run a-muck, and tilt at all I meet ; 
I only wear it in a land of Hectors, 
Thieves, supercargoes, sharpers, and directors. 
Save but our army ! and let Jove incrust 
Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlasting rust! 
Peace is my dear delight— not Fleury's more : 
But touch me, and no minister so sore. 
Whoe'er offends, at some unlucky time 
Slides into verse, and hitches in a rhyme. 
Sacred to ridicule his whole life long, 
And the sad burthen of some merry song. 

Slander or poison dread from Delia's rage ; 
Hard words or hanging, if your judge beTage : 
From furious Sappho scarce a milder fate, 
P-x'd by her love, or libeird by her hate. 
Its proper power to hurt, each creature feels; 
Bulls aim their horns, and asses lift their heels ; 
^Tis a bear's talent not to kick, but hug ; 
And no man wonders he's not stung by pug. 
So drink with Walters, or with Chartres eat, 
They '11 never poison you, they '11 only cheat. 

Then, learned sir! (to cut the matter short) 
Whate'er my fate, or well or ill at court ; 
Whether old age, with faint but cheerful ray. 
Attends to gild the evening of my day. 
Or Death's black wing already be display 'd. 
To wrap me in the universal shade ; 
Whether the darken'd room to muse invite, 
Or whiten'd wall provoke the skewer to write j 
In durance, exile, Bedlam, or the Mint, 
Like Lee or Budgell, I will rhyme ajid pnnL 
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F. Alas, young man ! your days can ne'er be «frii| 
[n flower of age you perish for a song ! 
Plums and directors, Shylock and his wife, 
Will dub their testers, now, to take your life ! 

P. What ! arm*d for Virtue when I point the pM^ 
Brand the bold front of shameless guilty men; 
Dash the proud gamester in his gilded car ; 
Bare the mean heart that lurks beneath a star ; 
Can there be wanting, to defend her cause, 
Lights of the church, or guardians of the laws ? 
Could pension'd Boileau lash in honest strain 
Flatterers and bigots e'en in Louis' reign? 
Could laureat Dryden pimp and fiiar engage, 
Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage ? 
And I not strip the gilding off a knave, 
Unplaced, unpension'd, no man's heir or slave t 
I will, or perish in the generous cause : 
Hear this, and tremble! you who 'scape the lawi. 
Yes, while I live, no rich or noble knave 
Shall walk the world in credit to his grave: 
To Virtue only and her friends a friend. 
The world beside may muimur or commend. 
Know, all the distant din that world can keep. 
Rolls o'er my grotto, and but soothes my sleep. 
There, my retreat the best companions grace. 
Chiefs out of war, and statesmen out of place. 
There St. John mingles with my friendly bowl 
The feast of reason and the flow of soul : 
And he, whose lightning pierced the Iberian lines. 
Now forms my quincunx, and now ranks my vines < 
Or tames the genius of the stubborn plain. 
Almost as quickly as he conquer'd Spain. 

E^vy must own, I live among the great, 
No pimp of pleasure, and no spy of state : 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repeats. 
Fond to spread friendships, but to cover heats ; 
To help who want, to forward who excel; 
This, all who know me, know, v/ho love me, tell ; 
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And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scribblers or peers, alike are mob to me. 
This is my plea, on this I rest my caos^— 
What saith my counsel, learned in the laws? 

F. Your plea is good ; but stiU I say, bewaro ! 
Laws are explain'd by men — so have a car« 
It stands on record, that in Richard's times 
A man was hang'd for very honest rhymes ; 
Consult the statute, quart, I think it is, 
Edwttrdi text, or prim, et quint. EHz, 
See libels, satires— here you have it— read. 

P. libels and satires ! Uwless things indeed ! 
Bat graye epistles, bringing vice to light, 
Such as a king might read, a bishop write, 
Such as sir Robert would approve — 

F. Indeed! 
The case is alter'd — ^you may then proceed ; 
In such a case the plaintiff will be hiss'd. 
My lords the judges laugh, and you're dismias'd. 



BOOK II.— SATIR]^ II. 
TO MR. BETHEL. 

What, and how great, the votne and the nt 
To live on Uttle with a cheerful heart ! 
(A doctrine sage, but truly none of mine ;) 
Let's talk, my friends, but talk before we dine. 
Not when a gilt buffet's reflected pride 
Turns you from sound philosophy aside : 
Not when fVom plate to plate your eye-baUs roll. 
And the brain dances to the mantling bowL 

Hear Bethel's sermon, one not vened in school^ 
But strong in sense, and wise without the rules. 

' Go work, hunt, exercise,' he thus began, 
* Then acorn a homely dinner, if you can. 
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Your wine lock'd up, your butler 8troU*d abroadg 
Or fish denied (the river yet ontbaw'd,) 
If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, 
The pleasure lies in you, and not the meat/ 

Preach as I please, I doubt our curious men 
Will choose a pheasant still before a hen : 
Yet hens of Guinea full as good I hold, 
Except you eat the feathers green and gold. 
Of carps and mullets why prefer the great, 
(Though cut in pieces ere my lord can eat,) 
Yet for small turbots such esteem profess 7 
Because God made these large, the other less 
Oldfield, with more than harpy throat endued, 
Cries, * Send me, gods ! a whole hog barbecued ! 
O blast it, south^winds ! till a stench exhale 
Rank as the ripeness of a rabbit's tail. 
By what criterion do you eat, d'ye think, 
If this is prized for sweetness, that for stink? 
When the tired glutton labours through a treat, 
He finds no relish in the sweetest meat ; 
He calls for something Intter, something sour, 
And the rich feast concludes extremely poor : 
Cheap eggs, and herbs, and oliyes, still we see ; 
Thus much is left of old simplicity ! 
The robin-red-ftreast till of late had rest. 
And children sacred held a martin's nett, 
Till beccaficos sold so devilish dear 
To one that was, or would have been, a peer. 
Let me extol a cat on oysters fed, 
ril have a party at the Bedford head ; 
Or e'en to crack live crawfish recommend, 
Fd never doubt at court to make a friend. 

'Tis yet in vain, I own, to keep a pother 
About one vice, and fall into the other: 
Between excess and famine lies a mean ; 
Plain, but not sordid ; though not splendid, clean 

Avidien, or his wife, (no matter which. 
For him you '11 call a dog, and her a l^tch,) 
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Sell their presented partridgea and fruits^ 

And humbly live on rabbits and on roots ; 

One half-pint bottle serves them both to dine ; 

And is at once their vinegar and wine. 

But on some lucky day (as when they found 

A lost bank bill, or heard their son was drown'd,) 

At such a feast, old vinegar to spare, 

Is what two souls so generous cannot bear : 

Oil, though it stink, they drop by drop impart, 

But souse the cabbage with a bounteous heart 

He knows to live, who keeps the middle state, 
And neither leans on this side nor on that ; 
Nor stops, for one bad cork, his butler's payt 
Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away; 
Nor lets, like Nsviusj every error pass. 
The musty wine, foul cloth, or greasy glass. 
"Now hear what blessings temperance can bring: 
(Thus said our friend, and what he said I sing :) 
First health : the stomach (crammM from every dish, 
A tomb of boird and roast, and flesh and fish, 
Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid jar, 
And all the man is one intestine war,) 
Remembers oft the schoolboy's simple fare. 
The temperate sleeps, and spirits light as air. 

How pale each worshipful and reverend goeat 
Rise from a clergy or a city feast ! 
What life in all that ample body ? say. 
What heavenly particle inspires the clay? 
The soul subsides, and wickedly inchnes 
To seem but mortal e*en in sound divines. 

On morning wings how active springs the mind, 
That leaves the load of yesterday behind ! 
How easy every labour it pursues ! 
How coming to the poet every Muse ! 
Not but we may exceed, some holy time, 
Or tired in search of truth, or search of rhyme ; 
HI health some just indulgence may engage; 
And more the sickness of long life, old age ■ 

Vol. it. 3 
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For fainting age what cordial drop remains, 
If our intemperate youth the resscl drains ? 

Our fathers praised rank venison. You suppose, 
Perhaps, young men ! our fathers had no nose. 
Not so : a buck was then a week's repast, 
And 'twas their point, I ween, to make it last : 
If ore pleased to keep it till their friends could com^ 
Than eat the sweetest by themselves at home. 
Why had not I in those good times my birth. 
Ere coxcomb-pies or coxcombs were on earth 7 

Unworthy he the voice of fame to hear. 
That sweetest music to an honest ear, 
(For 'faith, lord Fanny ! you are in the wrongs 
The world's good word is better than a song;) 
Who has not learn'd, fresh sturgeon and ham-pio 
Are no rewards for want and infamy ! 
Whtti luxury has lick'd up all thy pelf. 
Cursed by thy neighbours, thy trustees, thyself; 
To friends, to fortune, to mankind a shame, 
Think how posterity will treat thy name ; 
And buy a rope, that future times may tell 
Thou hast at least bestow'd one penny well. 

* Right,' cries his lordship, * for a rogue in need 
To have a taste, is insolence indeed : 
In me 'tis noble, suits my birth and state. 
My wealth unwieldy, and my heap too great.* 
Then, like the sun, let bounty spread her ray, 
And shine that superfluity away. 
O impudence of wealth ! with all thy store 
How darest thou let one worthy man be poor t 
Shall half the new-built churches round thee &U ? 
Make keys, build bridges, or repair Whitehall : 
Or to thy country let that heap be lent. 
As M'^^o's was, but not at five per cent. 
Who thinks that fortune cannot change her mind. 
Prepares a dreadful jest for all mankind. 
And who stands safest ? tell me, is it he 
That spreads and swells in puffed prosperity, 
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Or Uera'd with little, whose preventing care 
In peace proTides fit arms against a war 1 

Thus Bethel spoke, who always speaks his though^ 
And always thinks the yery thing he ought : 
His eqaal mind 1 copy what I can, 
And as I love, would imitate the man. 
In South-sea days not happier, when surmised, 
The lord of thousands, than if now excised; 
In forest planted by a father*s hand. 
Than in five acres now of rented land. 
Content with little 1 can piddle here 
Ob bfocoli and motton, round the year ; 
But ancient friends (though poor, or out of pby) 
That touch my bell, I cannot turn away. 
'Tis true, no tuibots dignify my boards, 
But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords ! 
To Hounslow-beath I point, and Baasted^iowa, 
Thence comes your mutton, and these chicks my owai 
From yon old walnut tree a shower shall fall ; 
And grapes long lingering on my only wall ; 
And figs from standards and espalier join ; 
The devil is in yon if you cannot dine : 
Then cheerful healths (your mistress shall have 

place,} 
And, what *s more rare, a poet shall say grace. 

Fortune not much of humbling me can boast ; 
Though double tazM, how little have I lost ! 
My life's amusements have been just the same. 
Before and after standing armies came. 
My lands are sold, my father's house is gone . 
rU hire another's : is not that my own, 
And youn, my friends 7 through whose free opening 

gate 
None comes too early, none departs too late ; 
(For 1, who hold sage Homer's rule the best. 
Welcome the coming, speed the going guest.) 

* Fray Hea?«n it lut !' cries Swift, * as you go on*. 
I with to God this hoose had been your own ■ 
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Pitj ! to baild, without a son or wife ; 
Why, you'll enjoy it only all yoar life.' 
Well, if the nse be mine, can it concern one. 
Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon ? 
, What's property ? dear Swift I you tee it alter 
From you to me, from me to Peter Walter ; 
Or, in a mortgage, prove a lawyer's share ; 
Or, in a jointure, vanish from the heir; 
Or in pure equity (the case not clear) 
The Chancery takes your rents for twenty year; 
At best, it falls to some ungracious son. 
Who cries, * My father's damn'd, and all 's my own 
Shades, that to Bacon could retreat afford. 
Become the portion of a booby lord ; 
And Hemsley, once proud Buckingham's delight. 
Slides to a scrivener, or a city knighL 
Let lands and houses have what lords they will. 
Let US be fix'd, and our own mastera stilL 



BOOK I.— EPISTLE I. 
TO LORD BOLINGBROKE. 

St. John, whose love indulged my labours past. 
Matures my present, and shall bound my last ! 
Why will you break the sabbath of my days T 
Now sick alike of envy and of praise. 
Public too long, ah, let me hide my age ! 
See modest Cibber now has left the stage : 
Our generals now, retired to their estates. 
Hang their old trophies o'er the garden gates. 
In life's cool evening satiate of applause. 
Nor fond of bleeding, e'en in Brunswick's causes 

A voice there is, that whispers in my ear, 
('Tis reason's voice, which sometimes one ean hear,* 
* Friend Pope ! be prudent, let your Muse take breath, 
And never gallop Pegasus to death; 
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Lest stiff and stately, Toid of fire or form, 

Vou limp, like Blackmore on a lord mayor's hone.' I 

Farewell then verse, and lore, and eveiy toy, \ 

The rhymes and rsttles of the man or boy ; 
What right, what tnie, what fit, we justly call. 
Let this be all my care— for this is all : 
To lay this harvest up, and hoard with hasie, 
What every day will want, and most the last. 

But ask not to what doctors I apply 7 
Sworn to no roaster, of no sect am I : 
As drives the storm, at any door I knock, 
And house with Montagne now, or now with Locke : 
Sometimes a patriot, active in debate. 
Mix with the world, and battle for the state; 
Free as young Lyttleton, her cause pursue. 
Still true to virtue, and as warm as true : 
Sometimes with Aristippus, or St. Paul, 
Indulge my candour, and grow all to all. 
Back to my native moderation slide, 
And win my way by yielding to the tide. 

Long as to him who works for debt the day, 
Long as the night to her whose love 's away; 
Long as the year's dull circle seems to run, 
When the brisk minor pants for twenty-one ; 
So slow the unprofitable moments roll. 
That lock up all the functions of my soul ; 
That keep me from myself; and still delay 
Life's instant business to a fiiture day : 
That task which as we follow or despise. 
The eldest is a fool, the youngest wise: 
Which done, the poorest can no wants endure ; 
And which not done, the richest must be poor. 

Late as it is, I put myself to school, 
And feel some comfort, not to be a fool. 
Weak though I am of limb, and short of sight, 
Far from a lynx, and not a giant quite ; 
I'll do what Mead and Cheselden advise. 
To keep these limbs* and to preserve these eyet 
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Not to go back, is somewhat to adTance, 
And men must walk at least before they danee. 

Say, does thy blood rebel, thy bosom moTe 
With wretched avarice, or as wretched love T 
Know there are words and speUs which can control^ 
Between the fits, the fever of the seal ; 
Know there are rhymes, which fresh and fEMh appliedv 
Will cure the arrant'st pappy of his pride. 
Be furious, envious, slothful, mad or drank, 
Slave to a wife, or vassal to a punk, 
A Switz, a High-Dutch, or a Low-Dutch bear ; 
All that we ask is but a patient ear. 

'Tis the first virtue, vices to abhor ; 
And the first wisdom, to be fool no more. 
But to the world no bugbear is so great, 
As want of figure, and a small estate. 
To either India see the merchant fly. 
Scared at the spectre of pale poverty ; 
See him, with pains of body, pangs of soul, 
Bum through the tropic, freeze beneath the pole . 
Wilt thou do nothing for a noble end, 
Nothing to make philosophy thy firiend 7 
To stop thy foolish views, thy long desires, 
And ease thy heart of all that it admires 7 
Here wisdom calls : * Seek virtue first, be bold ! 
As gold to silver, virtue is to gold.' 
There, London's voice, * Get money, money stUl ! 
And then let Virtue follow, if she will.' 
This, this the saving doctrine, preach'd to all, 
From low St. James's up to high St. Paul ! 
From him whose quills stand quiver'd at his ear. 
To him who notches sticks at Westminster. 

Barnard in spirit, sense, and truth abounds ; 
Pray then what wants he?' Fourscore thoQsand 
A pension, or such harness for a slave [pounda. 
As Bug now has, and Dorimant would have. 
Barnard, thou art a cit with all thy worth; 
But Bug and D*l, their honours, and so forth. 
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Ik ct every child another song will sing, 
Virtue, brave boys ! 'tis virtue makes a king/ 
True, conscious honour, is to feel no sin, 
He's ann'd without that 's innocent within ; 
Be this thy screen, and this thy wall of brass ; 
Compared to this, a minister 'a an ass. 

And say, to which shall our applause belong, 
This new court-jargon, or the good old song? 
The modem language of corrupted peers, 
Or what was spoke at Creasy or Poitiers ? 
Who counseb best? who whispers, 'Be but great, 
With praise or infamy, leave that to fiue ; 
Get place and wealth, if possible, with grace ; 
If not, by any means get wealth and place •/ 
For what ? to have a box where eunuchs sing^ 
And foremost in the circle eye a king : 
Or he, who bids thee face with steady view 
Proud fortune, and look shallow greatness through : 
And, while he bids thee, sets the example too ? 
If such a doctrine, in St. James's aic, 
Should chance to make the well-dreas'd rabble 

stare; 
In honest S*z take scandal at a spark. 
That less admires the palace than the park : 
'Faith I shall give the answer Reynard gave: 
' I cannot like, dread sire, your royal cave ; 
Because I see, by all the tracks about. 
Full many a beast goes in, but none come out ' 
Adieu to Virtue, if you 're once a slave : 
Send her to court, you send her to her grave. 

W^ell, if a king *s a lion, at the least 
The people are a many-headed beast; 
Can they direct what measures to pursue. 
Who know themselves so little what to do? 
Alike in nothing but one lust of gold. 
Just half the land would buy, and half be sold; 
Their country's wealth our mightier misen drain, 
Or cross, to plunder provinces, the main; 
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The rest, some farm the poor-boz, somci the pews; 
Some keep assemblies, and would keep the stews ; 
Some with fat bucks on childless dotards fiiwn; 
Some win rich widows by their chine and brawn; 
While with the silent growth often per cent, 
In dirt and darkness, hundreds stink content. 
Of all these ways, if each pursues his own. 
Satire, be kind, and let the wretch alone : 
But show me one who has it ih his power 
To act consistent with himself an hour. 
Sir Job saird fo*th, the evening bright and still : 

* No place on earth, he cried, * like GreenwMfh-hill ** 
Up starts a palace ; lo, the obedient base 

Slopes at its foot, the woods its sides embrace, 
The silver Thames reflects its marble face. 
Now let some whimsy, or that devil within, 
Which guides all those who know not what the| 

mean, 
But give the knight (or give his lady) spleen ; 

* Away, away ! take all your scaffolds down. 

For snug 's the word : my dear, we '11 live in towm 

At amorous Flavio is the stocking thrown? 
That very night he longs to lie alone. 
The fool whose wife elopes some thrice a quarter, 
For matrimonial solace dies a martyr. 
Did ever Proteus, Merlin, any witch. 
Transform themselves so strangely as the rich ? 
Well, but the poor— the poor have the same itch 
They change their weekly barber, weekly news, 
Prefer a new japanner to their shoes ; 
Discharge their garrets, move their beds, and ran 
(They know not whither) in a chaise and one ; 
They hire their sculler, and when once aboard, 
Grow sick, and damn the climate—Hke a lord. 
You laugh, half-beau half-sloven if 1 stand. 
My wig all powder, and all snuff my band : 
You laugh, if coat and breeches strangely vary, 
White gloves, and linen woithy lady Maiy t 
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Bat when no prelate's lawn, with haiivshirt linedf 

la half so incoherent as my mind, 

When (each opinion with the nett at strife ; 

One ebb and flow of follies' all my life,) 

I plant, root up ; I build and then confound ; 

Turn round to square, and square again to round ; 

Vou never change one muscle of your face. 

You ihink this madness but a conunon case, 

Nor once to Chancery, nor to Hale apply ; 

Vet hang your lip to see a seam awry ! 

Careless how ill I with myself agree, 

Kind to my dress, my figure, not to me. 

Is this my guide, philosopher, and friend ? 

This he, who loves me, and who ought to mend 7 

Who ought to make me (what he can, or none) 

That man divine whom Wisdom calls her own ; 

Great without title, without fortune bless'd ; 

Rich e'en when plunder'd, honour'd while oppress'd ; 

Loved without youth, and foUow'd without power : 

At home, though exiled ; free, though in the Tower ; 

In short, that reasoning, high immortal thing. 

Just less than Jove, and much above a king ; 

Nay, half in heaven— except (what's mighty odd) 

A fit of vapours clouds this demi-god ! 



BOOK I.— EPISTLE VI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

This piece is the most finished of all his imitatioiia, 
and executed in the high manner the Italian painten 
call con amore ; by which they mean, the exertion of 
that principle which puts the faculties on the stretcbt 
and produces the supreme degree of excellence. For 
the poet had all the warmth of affection for the great 
lawyer to whom it is addressed ; and, indeed, no man 
evet raorc deserved to have a poet for his friend. In 
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the obtaining of which, as neither vanity, puty, tust 
fear, had any share, so he supported his title to it by 
all the offices of true fHendship. 



* Not to admire, is all the art I know, 
To make men happy, and to keep them' so.' 
(Plain troth, dear Murray, needs no flowers of speech, 
So take it in the very words of Creech.) 

This vault of air, this congregated ball, 
Self-centred sun, and stars that rise and fUI, 
There are, my friend ! whose philosophic eyes 
Look through, and trust the Ruler with his skies ; 
To him commit the hour, the day, the year, 
And view this dreadful all without a fear. 

Admire we then what earth^s low entrails hold, 
Arabian shores, or Indian seas infold ; 
All the mad trade of fools and slaves fbr gold ? 
Or popularity ? or stars and strings ? 
The mob*s applauses, or the gif^s of kings ? 
Say with what eyes we ought at courts to gaze, 
\nd pay the great our homage of amaze ? 

If weak the pleasure that from these can spring 
The fear to want them is as weak a thing : 
iVhether we dread, or whether we desire, 
In either case, believe me, we admire ; 
Whether we joy or grieve, the same the ourra, 
Surprised at better, or surprised at worse. 
Thus good or bad, to one extreme betray 
The unbalanced mind, and snatch the man away 
?or virtue's self may too much zeal be had ; 
The worst of madmen is a saint run mad. 

Go then, and if you can, admire the state 
Of beaming diamonds, and reflected plate; 
i^rocure a taste to double the surprise. 
And gaze on Parian charms with learned eyes . 
36 struck with bright brocade, or Tyrian dye, 
Or birth-day nobles* splendid Uvery. 
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If not BO pleaaedt at counciMKMid ngoice 
To BOO their judi^iieiits hang upon thy voice ; 
From mom to ni^t, at senate, rolls, and hall. 
Plead mach, read more, dine late, or not at all. 
Bat wbeiefoie all this labour, all this strife 7 
For fame, for riches, for a noUe wife ? 
Shall one whom nature, learning, birth conspired 
To form, not to admire, but be admired, 
Sigh while his Chloe, blind to wit and worth. 
Weds the rich dulness of some eon of earth? 
Yet time ennobles, or degrades each line : 
It brigfaten'd Cnggs's, and may darken thine. 
And what is fame 1 the meanest have their day: 
The greatest can but Uaae, and pass away. 
Graced as thou ai^ with aU the power of words, 
So known, so honoured, at the house of lords : 
Conspicuous scene ! another yet is nigh 
'More silent &r,) where kings and poets lie : 
Where Murray (long enough his countiy's pride) 
Shall be no more than Tally or than Hyde ! 

Racked with sciatica, martyr'd with the stone, 
Will any mortal let himself alone ? 
See Waid by batter'd beaux invited over. 
And desperate miseiy lays hold on Dover. 
The case is easier in the mind's disease ; 
There all men may be cured whene'er they please. 
Would ye be blessM ? despise lo^ joys, low gains ; 
Disdain whatever Combory diwdainii ; 
Be virtuous, and be happy for your pains. 

But art thou one, whom new opinions sway 7 
One who believes as Tindal leads the way, 
Who virtue and a church, alike disowns. 
Thinks that but words, and this but brick and 

stones 7 
Fly then on all the wings of wild desire. 
Admire whate'er the maddest can admire. 
b wealth thy passion ? Hence ! from pole to pole, 
^ere winds can cany, or where waves can roll ; 
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For Indian ■ptees, for Penman gold, 

Prevent the greedy, or outbid die bold : 

Advance thy golden moontain to the akiei ; 

On the broad base of fifty thooaand riae. 

Add one round hundred, and (if that's not hit) 

Add fifty more, and bring it to a square : 

For, mark the advantage ; joat so nuny aeore 

Will gam a wife with half as many more ; 

Procure her beauty, make that beauty chaste. 

And then such friends—as cannot fail to last. ' 

A man of wealth is dubb*d a man of worth, 

Venus shall give him form, and Aostis birth. 

(Believe me, many a German prince is worse, 

Who proud of pedigree is poor of puTM.) 

His wealth brave Timon glorioaa)|f confounds , 

Ask'd for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds ; 

Or if three ladies like a luckless play. 

Take the whole houae upon the poet's day 

Now, in such exigences not to need, 

Upon my word, you must be rich indeed; 

A noble superfluity it craves. 

Not for younelf, but for your fools and knayes ; 

Something, which for your honour they may cheat, 

And which it much becomea you to forget. 

If wealth alone then make and keep us Uess'd, 

Still, still be getting, never, never rest. 

But if to power and place your passion lie, 
If in the pomp of life consist the joy ; 
Then hire a slave, or (if you will) a lord. 
To do the honours, and to give the word ; 
Tell at your levee, as the crowds approach. 
To whom to nod, whom take into your coach. 
Whom honour with your hand : to make remarks. 
Who rules in Cornwall, or who rules in Berks : 
This may be troublesome, is near the chair ; 
That makes three members, this can choose a mayor 
Instructed thus, you bow, embrace, protest. 
Adopt him son, or cousin at the least. 
Then turn about, and laugh at your own jest 
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Or if yoar Hfe be one continoed treat, 
If to live well means nothing but to eat ; 
Up, up ! cries glattony, 'tis break of day, 
Go drive the deer, and drag the finny prey ; 
With bounds and horns go hunt an appetite— 
80 Rossel did, bnt could not eat at night , 
Call'd happy dog ! die beggar at bis door, 
And envied thirst and hunger to the poor. 

Or shall we erety decency confound ; 
Through taverns, stews, and bagnios take our round i 
Go dine with Cbaitrea, in each vice outdo 
K — I's lewd eargo^ or Ty— y*8 crew; 
IVom Latian sirens, French Circean feasts. 
Return well travell'd, and transfoimM to beasts ; 
Or for a titled punk, or foreign flame, 
Renounce our country, and degrade our name ? 
U^ after all, we must with Wilmot own, 
lie cordial drop of life is love alone. 
And Swift ciy wisely, Vne la hagateOe ! 
The man that loves and laughs, must sura do well. 
Adieu—if this advice appear the worst, 
E*en take the counsel which I gave you first : 
Or better precepts if you can impart, 
Why do ; FU follow them with all my heart. 



BOOK n.— EPISTLE I. 
TO AUGUSTUS. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

The reflections of Horace, and the JudgmenU passed in 
his Epistle to Augustus, seemed so seasonable to the 
present times, that I could not help allying them to 
the use of my own country. The author thought them 
considerable enough to address them to his prince, 
whom he paints with all the great and good qualities 
of a monarch, upon whom the Romans depended foi 
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the tacreaw of an ahwinte ampiw. Bat to make dw 
poem entirely English* I vtm willing to add one or 
two of those which contribute to the happineas of afzee 
people, and are more consistent with the weifkre of 
our neighboars. 

Thia Epiatle will ahow the kanwd worM to htcw^ 
fallen into two raiatakea : one, that Angmtna waa tltt 
patron of poeta in general ; wfaereaa he not only pro- 
hibited all hot the beat writeia to name him, but re- 
eoromended that care even to the civil magiatnto : 
Admonebal pngtons, nB patereatwr mmmr aimai 
duolefierij 4rc. The other, that thia piece waa only t 
general diaooorae of poetxy; wheieaa it waa an apo- 
logy for the poet8» in order to render Aogaatoa move 
their patron. Horace here pleada the canae of hia 
contemporariea, fint againat the taste of the town, 
whose humour it waa to magnify the authora of the 
preceding age ; secondly, againat the court and no- 
bility, who enoourage only the writers for the theatre ; 
and laatly, against the emperor himself^ who had con- 
ceived them of little uae to the govenmient. He 
ahows (by a view of the progieaa of leaning, and the 
change of taste among the Romana) that the intto- 
doction of the polite aita of Greece had given the 
writers of his time great advantagea over their prede- 
oeasors ; that their monda were much improved, and 
the licence of thoae ancient poets restrained ; that 
satire and comedy were become more just and useful ; 
that whatever extiavagsncea were left on the atage, 
were owing to the iU taste of the nobility ; that poets, 
under due regulations, were in many respects useful to 
the state ; and concludes, that it was upon them the em- 
peror himself mustdepend for hisfame with posterity. 

We may further learn from this Epistle, that Horace 
made his court to this great prince, by writing with 
a decent freedom towards him, with a just contempt 
of his low flatterers, and with a manly regaid to hit 
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While yen, gnat ]»aiioii cfdnuAmd 1 1 
The bslanced world, and opmall tliemuii; 
Vour country, chief in annsi^ ahroaii defend; 
At home, with morels, art^i and bws amend ; 
How shall the Muse, At>oi such ft monarch steal 
An hour, and not defraud the public ireal ? 

Edward and Heniy, now ihe boast of fame. 
And viitiHMie Alfivd, a mone sacred name. 
After a life of generous toils endured, 
The Gaul subdued, or property secured. 
Ambition humbled, mighty cities stormed, 
Or law estaMish'd^and the worid refonn*d, 
Closed dieir lonf glories with a sigh, to fiiid 
The unwilling gratitude of base mankind ! 
AM human virtue to its latest breath 
Finds envy never conquer'd but by death. 
The great Aleides, every labour past, 
Had stiii this monster to subdue at last : 
Sure Alts of all, beneath whose rising ray 
Each star of meaner m«it fades away ! 
Oppressed we feel the beam directly beat ; 
TJioee suns of glory please net till they set. 

To thee the world its present homage pays. 
The harvest early, but mature the praise : 
Great friend of liberty ! in kings a name 
Above all Greek, above aU Roman feme; 
Whose word is truth, as sacred and revered. 
As Heaven's own oracles from altars heard : 
Wonder of kings ! hke whom, to mortal eyes. 
None e*er has risen, and none e'er shall rise. 

Just in one instance, be it yet confessed. 
Your people, sir, are partial in the test : 
Foes to all living worth eicept your own, 
Aifd advocates for folly dead and gone. 
Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow 6IA ; 
It is the rust we value, not the gold. 
Chaucer's wont ribaldry is leam'd by rote. 
And beastly Skelton heads of houses quote: 
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One liVes no laaguoge bat Ue Fairy Qaeen : 
A Scot will 6Rht for Chmt'a Kirk o' the GreeA ; 
And each true Briton is to Ben so civil. 
He swears the Muses met him at the Devil. 

Though justly Greets her eldest sons admins, 
Why should not we be wiser t^ our sIns ? 
In every public virtue we excel; 
We build, we paint, we siD^, we dance as well 5 
And learned Athens to our trt must stoop. 
Could she behold us tumbling djrough a hoop. 

If time improve our wits as w«ll as wine^ 
Say at what age a poet grows divide? 
Shall we, or shall we not, accouut h'lm so, 
Who died perhaps, a hundred years ago ? 
End all dispute ; and fix the year precise 
When British bards begin to immortalae \ 

* Who lasts a century can have no flaw ; 
I hold that wit a classic, good in law.* 

Suppose he wants a year, will you compoaod? 
And shall we deem him ancient, right, and soiuid, 
Or damn to all eternity at once. 
At ninety-nine a modem and a dunce ? 

' We shall not quarrel for a year or two ; 
By courtesy of England he may do.' 

Then by the rule that made the horse-taii bare, 
I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 
And melt down ancients like a heap of snow 
While you, to measure merits, look in Stowe, 
And estimating authors by the year, 
Bestow a garland only on a bier. 

Shakspeare (whom you and every playhouse-oil 
Style the divine, the matchless, what you will) 
For gain, not glory, wing*d his roving flight, 
And grew immortal in his own despite. 
Ben, old and poor, as little seem'd to heed 
The life to come in every poet's creed. 
Who now reads Cowley ? if he pleases yet. 
His i:i(>ral pleases, not his pointed wit; 
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FoTgot hb epic, nay Pindaric ait, 

Bat ftill I love the language of his heart. 

* Yet surely, raiely, these were famoua men ! 
What boy bat hears the sayings of old Ben ? 
In all debates where critics bear a part. 
Not one but nods, and talks of Jonson's art, 
Of Shakspeare's natnre, and of Cowley's wit ; 
How Beaumont's judgment check'd what Fletcher 
How Shadwell hasty, Wycheiley was slow ; [writ ; 
But, for Uie passions, Southern, sure, and Rowe. 
These, only these, support Ae crowded ttage. 
From eldest Heywood down to Cibber's age.' 

All this may be ; the people's voice is odd. 
It is, and it is not, the voice of God. 
To Gammer Gurton if it give the bays. 
And yet deny the Careless Husband praise, 
Or say our ftthers never broke a rule ; 
Why then, I say, the public is a fool. 
But let them own, that greater fkults than we 
They had, and greater virtues, I'll agree. 
Spencer himself affects the obsolete, 
And Sydney's verse halts ill on Roman feet : 
Milton's strong pinion now not Heaven can bonnd. 
Now serpent-like, in prose be sweeps the ground ; 
In quibbles, angel and archangel join. 
And God the Father turns a school divine. 
Not that I'd lop the beauties from his book. 
Like slashing Bentley with his desperate hook ; 
Or damn all Shakspeare, like the affected fool 
At court, who hates whate'er he read at school 

But for the wits of either Charles's days, 
The mob of gentlemen who wrote with ease ; 
Sprat, Garew, Sedly, and a hundred more 
(like twinkling stars, the miscellanies o'er,) 
One simile, that solitary shines 
In the dry desert of a thousand lines. 
Or lengthen'd thought that gleams through many a 
Has sanctified whole pcfems for an age. [page 

Vol. n. 4 
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I ]<Me my patience, and I owb it too, 
When works are censured, not as bad, but new ; 
While, if our elders break all reaaoa^s laws. 
These fools demand not pardon but api^uee. 

On Avon's bank, where flowers eternal blow, 
If I Imt ask if any weed can grow ; 
One tragic sentence if I dare deride. 
Which Betterton'a grave action dignified. 
Or well-mouth'd Booth with emphasis proclaims 
(Though but, perhaps, a muster>roll of names,) 
How will our Others rise up in a rage, 
And swear all shame is lost in Geoige*8 age! 
VouM think no fools dis(paced the former reign. 
Did not some grave examples yet remain. 
Who scorn a lad should teach his father skill. 
And having once been wrong, will be ao stilL 
He, who to seem more deep than you or I, • 
Extols old bards, or Merlin's prophecy. 
Mistake him not ; he envies, not admires, 

§id to debase the sons exalts the sires, 
id ancient times conspired to disallow 
bat then was new, what had been ancient now ? 
what remained, so worthy to be read 
By learned critics, of the mighty dead ? 

In days of ease, when now the weary sword 
Was sheath'd, and luxury with Charles restored : 
In every taste of foreign courts improved. 
All, by the king's example lived and loved.' 
Then peers ^ew proud in horsemanship to excel, 
Newmarket's glory rose, aa Britain's fell ; 
The soldier breathed the gallantries of France, 
And every flowery courtier writ romance. 
Then marble, soften'd into life, grew warm. 
And yielding metal flow'd to human form : 
Leiy on animated canvass stole 
The sleepy eye, that spoke the melting soul. 
No wonder then, when all was love and sport, 
The willing Muses were debauch'd at court : 
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On each enervate string they taught the note 
To pant, or tremble through an eanuch't throat. 

Bat Britain, changeful as a child at play, 
Now calls in prmces, and now turns away. 
Now Whig, now Tory, what we love we hate ; 
Now all for pleasure, now for church or state; 
Now for prerogative, and now for laws; 
Effects unhappy ! iVom a noble cause. 

Time was, a sober Englishman would knock 
His servants up, and rise by five o'clock ; 
Instruct his funily in every rule. 
And send his wife to church, his son to schooL 
To worship like his fathers, was his care ; 
To teach their frugal virtues to his heir ; 
To prove that luxury could never hold; 
And place on good security, his gold. 
Now times are changed, and one poetic itch 
Has seized the court and city, poor and rich ; 
Sons, sires, and grandsires, all will bear the bays : 
Our wives read Milton, and our daughters plays ; 
To theatres and to rehearsals throng, 
And all our grace at table is a song. 
I, who so oft renounce the Muses, lie, 
Not ***'s self e*er cells more fibs than I ; 
When sick of Muse, our follies we deplore. 
And promise our best friends to rhyme no more ; 
We wake next morning in a raging fit. 
And call for pen and ink to show our wit 

He served a *prentioeship, who sets up shop ; 
Ward tried on puppies, and the poor, his drop ; 
E'en Radchffe's doctors travel first to France, 
Nor dare to practise till they've learn'd to dance. 
Who builds a bridge that never drove a pile ? 
(Should Ripley venture, all the world would smile 
But those that cannot write, and those who can, 
All rhyme, and scrawl, and scribble to a man. 

Vftt, sir, reflect, the mischief is not great ; 
These madmen never hurt the church or state. 
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I the folly 1 

And rarrij avarice tainlB the tuefid I 

Allow him bat hx> playthiiig oim pen. 
He oe'er rebeh, or plol% like other awn . 
FligfatB of casfaien;, or mobs he'll nerer miad^ 
And knowa no loMes while the Mine k kind. 
To cheat a friend, or ward, he leavea to Peter; 
The good man heaps op Bothing hot mere metre; 
Enjoya hie garden and his book in qoiet ; 
And then— « perfect hermit in hie diet 

Of little use the man joa may suppose. 
Who saya in verBe, what others say in proee : 
Yet let me show a poet's of some wdgfat, 
And (though no soldier) useful to the stata 
What will a child learn sooner than a songt 
What better teach a foreigner the tongue ? 
What's long or shoit, each accent where to plaee^ 
And speak in poUic with some sort of grace? 
I scsrce can think him such a woitldess things 
fJnleas he praise some monster for a king : 
Or virtae, or religion toni to sport. 
To please a lewd or onbehevmg cooit. 
Unhappy Diyden I—In all Charlea's days, 
Roscommon only boasts unspotted bays ; 
And in oar own (excuse some courtly straiiirt 
No whiter page than Addison remains. 
He from the taste obscene reclaims our youth, 
And sets the passions on the side of truth. 
Forms the soft bosom with the gentlest ait, 
And pours each human Tiitne in the heart. 
Let Ireknd tell how wit upheld her cause. 
Her trade supported, and supplied her laws ; 
And leave on Swift this gratdfol verBe engraved 
* The rights a court attacked, a poet saved.' 
Behold the hand that wrou^t a nation's cure, 
Stretch'd to relieve the idiot and the poor. 
Proud vice to brand, or injured worth adorn. 
And stretch the ray to ages yet unborn. 
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Not but there are, who merit other palms ; 
Hopkins and Stemhold glad the heart with psahns, 
The boys and giris whom charity maintains. 
Implore your help in these pathetic strains : 
How could devotion touch the country pews, 
Unless the gods bestowed a proper muse ? 
Verse cheers their leisure, verse assists their work, 
Verse prays for peace, or sings down pope and Turk, 
The silenced preacher yields to potent strain. 
And feels that grace his prayer besought in vain ; 
The blessing thrills through all the labouring throng, 
And heaven is won by violence of song. 
Our rural ancestors, with little blessed 
Patient of labour when the end was rest, 
Indulged the day that housed their annual grain, 
With feasts, and offerings, and a thankful strain ; 
The joy their wives, their sobs, and servants shar^ 
Ease of their toil, and partners of their care : 
The laugh, the jest, attendants on the bowl, 
Smoothed every brow, and opened every soul: 
With growing years the pleasing licence grew, 
And taunts alternate innocently flew. 
But times corrupt, and nature ill-inclined. 
Produced the point that left a sting behind ; 
Till, friend with friend, and families at strife, 
Triumphant malice raged through private life. 
Who felt the wrong, or fear*d it, took the alarm, 
\ppeard to law, and justice lent her arm. 
At length by wholesome dread of statutes bound, 
The poets leam'd to please, and not to wound ; 
Most warpM to flattery's side ; but some moijs nice, 
Preserved the freedom and forbore the vice. 
Hence satire rose, that just the medinm hit, - \ 
And heals with morals what it hurts with wit. ' . 

We conquer*d France, but felt our captive's charmg • 
Fler arts victorious triumph'd o*er our arms ; 
Britain to soft refinements less a foe, 
Wit grew polite, and numbers loaro'd to flow. 
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Waller was smooth ; but Dryden taught to joio 
The varying verse, the full resounding line. 
The long majestic march, and energy divine : 
Though still some traces of our rustic vein 
And splayfoot verse remainM, and v^ill remain 
Late, very late, correctness grew our cafe. 
When the tired nation breathed from civil war. 
Exact Racine, and Corneille's noble fire, 
Show'd us that France had something to admir& 
Not but the tragic spirit was our own. 
And full in Shakspeare, fair in Otway, shone : 
But Otway faii'd to polish or refine, 
And fluent Shakspeare scarce effaced a line. 
£*en copious Diyden wanted, or forgot. 
The last and greatest art, the art to blot. 

Some doubt, if equal pains, or equal fixe, 
The humbler muse of comedy require. 
But in known images of life, I guess 
The labour greater, as the indulgence less. 
Observe how seldom e'en the best succeed : 
Tell me if Congreve's fools are fools indeed? 
What pert low dialogue has Farquhar writ ! 
How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit . 
The stage how loosely does Astraea tread, 
Who fairly puts all characters to bed ! 
And idle Cibber^ how he breaks the laws, 
To make poor Pinkey eat with vast applause ! 
But fiU their purse, our poets* work is done. 
Alike to them, by pathos or by pun. 

O you ! whom vanity's light bark conveys 
On fame*s mad voyage by the wind of praise. 
With what a shifting gale your course you ply^ 
For ever sunk too low, or borne too high ; 
Who pants for glory finds but short repo&e : 
A breath revives him, or a breath o'erthrowN 
Farewell the stage I if, just as thrives the play 
The silly bard grows fat, or falh away. 

There still remains, to mortify a wit, 
The many-headud monster of the pit : 
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A leoBel^w, worthleM, and aiihonoar*d crowd : 
Who, to distuib their betters mighty proud, 
Clattering their eticks before ten lines are spoke, 
Call for the farce, the bear, or the black-joke. 
What dear delight to Britons fiirce affords ! 
Ever the taste of mobs, bat now of lords ! 
(Taste, that eternal wanderer, which flies 
From heads to ears, and now from ears to eyes :) 
The play stands still; damn action and diBconney 
Back fly the scenes, and enter foot and horse; 
Pageants on pageants, in long ordcit drawn. 
Peers, heralds, bishops, ermine, gold, and lawn 
The champion too! and to complete the jest. 
Old Edward^i armour beams on Gibber's breast 
With laughter sure Democritus had died, 
Had he beheld an audience gape so wide. 
Let bear or elephant be e*er so white. 
The people sure, the people are the sight ! 
Ah luckless poet! stretch thy lungs and roar, 
That bear or elephant shall heed thee more ; 
While all its throats the galleiy extends. 
And all the thunder of the pit ascends! 
Loud as the wolves, on Orca*s stormy steep. 
Howl to the roarings of the northern deep. 
Such is the shout, the long-applauding note, 
At Quin*s high plume, or Oldfield*8 petticoat; 
Or when from court a Ixrthday suit bestow'd. 
Sinks the lost actor in the tawdry load. 
Booth enteiB->hark ! the universal peal! 
* But has he spoken?* Not a syllable. 
What shook the stage, and made the people stare; 
Gate's long wig, flower'd gown, and hu;quer*d 

Yet, lest you think I rally more than teach. 
Or praise malignly aits I cannot reach. 
Let me for once presume to instruct the times 
To know the poet from the man of rhymes ; 
Tis he wbp gives my breast a thousand paina. 
Can make me feel ^ach passion that h3 feigns ; 



I 
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Enrage, compose, with more than maj^c art 
With pity, and with terror, tear my heart. 
And snatch me o*er the earth, or through the air 
To Thehes, to Athens, when he will, and where. 

But not this part of the poetic state 
Alone, deserves the favour of the great : 
Think of those authors, sir, who would' rely 
More on a reader's sense than gazer's eye. 
Or who shall wander where the Muses sing ? 
Who climb their mountain, or who taste their spring 
How shall we fill a library with wit. 
When Merlin's cave is half unfumish'd yet ? 

My liege ! why writers little claim your thought, 
I guess ; and, with your leave, will tell the fault ; 
We poets are (upon a poet's word) 
Of all mankind, the creatures most absurd: 
The season when to come, and when to go. 
To sing, or cease to sing, we never know ; 
And if we will recite nine hours in ten, 
You lose your patience just like other men. 
Then too we hurt ourselves, when, to defend 
A single verse, we quarrel with a friend ; 
Repeat unask'd; lament the wit 's too fine 
For vulgar eyes, and point out every line ; 
But most, when, straining with too weak a wing. 
We needs will write epistles to the king; 
And from the moment we oblige the town, 
Expect a place or pension from the crown ; 
Or, dubb'd historians by express command. 
To enrol your triumphs o'er the seas and laud. 
Be call'd to court to plan some work divine, 
As once for Louis, Boileau and Racine. 

Yet think, great sir ! (so many virtues shown) 
Ah ! think what poet best may make them known 
Or choose at least some minister of grace, 
Fit to bestow the laureat's weighty place. 

Charles, to late times to he transmitted fair, 
Afisign'd his figure to Bernini's care ,* 
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And great Nassau to Kneller^a hand decreed 
To fix him graceful on the bounding steed ; 
So well in paint and stone they judge of merit: 
Bat kings in wit may want discerning spirit. 
Tlie hero William, and the martyr Charles, 
One knighted Blackmore, and one pensioned QoaaleiS 
Which made old Bee and surly Dennis sweur^ 
*No Lord^s asointed, but a Rus^sian bear/ 
Not with soch majesty, such bold relief 
The forms augast, of king, or conquerii^ ehief^ 
ETer sweli'd on marble, as in Terse Ikave shined 
(In polish'd verse} the manners and the mind. 
O ! could I mount on th« Maeonian wing, 
Yoor aims, your actkom, your repose to sing; 
What seas you trayerscd, and what fields yoa fevght ! 
Your countiy's peaee, how oft, how dearly bought! 
How barbarous rage subsided at your word. 
And nations wonder*d while they dropped the sword ! 
How, when you nodded, o'er the land and deep^ 
Peace stole her wing, and wrapped the world In sleep 
Till earth's extremes your vieditation own, 
And Asia's tyrants tremble at your throne — 
But verse, alas f your majesty disdains; 
And Tm not used to panegyric strains : 
The zeal of fools offends at any time, 
But most of all, the zeal of fools in rhyme. 
Besides, a Arte attends on all I write. 
That when I aim at praise they say I llite. 
A vile encomium doubly ridicules : 
There's nothing blackens like the ink of foch 
If true, a woful likeness ; and if lies, 
*Pniise mideserved is scandal in disguise;' 
Well may he blush, who gives it or receives ; 
And when I flatter, let my dirty leaves 
(like journals, odes, and such forgotten things 
As Eusden, Philips, Settle, writ of kings) 
Clothe spice, line trunks^ or, fluttering in a row* 
Befringe the rails of Bedlam and Soho 
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BOOK II.— EPISTLE II. 

Ludeatifl speciem dabit, et torqnebitor.— Hor 

Dear colonel, CoUiam's and yoarcoiiiitiy*«fEWid* 
You love a yeiae, take toch as I can tend. 

A Frenchman comea, praaenta yon with hia hoff 
Bows, and begina— * Thia lad, air, ia of Bloia : 
Obeenre his shape how clean ! his locks how corfd ! 
My only son ; Yd have him aee the world : 
His French is pare; his voice too— yon shall hear; 
Sir, he *s yoor slave, for twenty pounds a-year. 
Mere wax as yet, you faahion him with ease. 
Your barber, cook, upholsterer, what you please : 
A perfect genius at an opera 8ong~ 
To say too much might do my honour wrong. ; 
Take him with all hia virtues, on my word; 
His whole ambition was to serve a lord : 
But, sir, to you, with what would I not part ? 
Though, 'faith, I fear, 'twill break his mother's heart 
Onoe (and but once) I caught him in a lie, 
And then, unwhipp'd, he had the grace to eiy : 
The fault he has I fairly shall reveal, 
^Could you o'erlook but that) it is, to steal. 

l(^ after this, you took the graceless lad^ 
Could you complain, my friend, he proved so bad ? 
Taith, in such case, if you should prosecute, 
I think, sir Godfrey should decide the suit ; 
Who sent the thief that stole the caab, away, 
And puniah'dhim that put it in hia way. 

Consider then, and judge me in this light : 
I told you when I went, I could not write ; 
You said the same; and are you discontent 
With laws to which you gave your own assent? 
Nay worse, to ask for verse at such a time ! 
Do ye think me good for nothing but to rhyme ? 

In Anna's wars, a soldier poor and old 
Had dearly eam'd a little purse of gold ; 
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Tired with a tedioM maroh, one laokteM nighl. 
He dept, poor dog ! and lost it to a doit. 
This put the man in such a desperate mind, 
Between revenge and grieC and hanger join'd. 
Against the foe, hkaaelf, and ail mankind, 
He leap'd the trenches, scaled a castle wall, 
Tore down a standard, took the fort and alL 
*Prodigioat well !' his grsat commander cried. 
Gave him much praise, and some reward beside, , 
Next, pleased his excellence a town to batter, 
(Its name I know not, and 'tis no great matter :) 
'Go on my friend,' he cried, *see yonder walk ! 
Advance and conqner ! go where glory caDs ! 
More honours, more rewards, attend the brave.* 
E>on*t you remember what reply he gave ? 
' Do you think me, noble general, such a sot? 
Let him take castles who has ne'er a groat* 

Bred up at home, full early I begun 
To read in Greek the wrath of Peleus* son. 
Besides, my father taught me from a lad. 
The better art, to know the good from bad: 
(And little sure imported to remove, 
To hunt for truth in Mandhn's learned grove.) 
But knottier points, he knew not half so well, 
Deprived us soon of our paternal cell ; 
And certain laws, by sufferers thought unjust. 
Denied all posts of profit or of trust: 
Hopes after hopes oif pious papists fail'd, 
While mighty William's thundering arm prevail d. 
For right hereditary taz'd and fined. 
He stuck to poverty with peace of mind : 
And me the Muses help'd to undergo il ; 
Convict a papist be, and I a poet. 
But (thanks to Homer) sinoe I hye and thrive, 
Indebted to no prince or peer ahve, 
jSure I should want the care often Monrees, 
If I would scribble, rather than repose. 

Years following years steal something evwy day 
At lost they steal us iVom ourselves away i 
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In one cor Mict, one amuflemeoti end, 
In one a mifltren drops, in one « friend : 
Tbifl subtle thief of life, this paltiy time, 
What ^vill it leave me, if it snatch my rhyme 7 
If every wheel of that unwearied miU, 
That tum'd ten thousand verses, now atud ttUl T 
But after all, what would you hare me do. 
When out of twenty I can please not two ? 
When this heroics only deigns to pnuse. 
Sharp satiie that, and that Pindaric lays ? 
One likes the pheasant's wing, and one the leg; 
The vulgar boil, the learned roast an egg i 
Hard task ! to hit the palates of such goests. 
When Oldfield loves what Daitineof detests. 

But grant I may relapse, for wuit of gnee, 
Again to rhyme : can London be the place ? 
Who there his muse, or aelf^ or aoul attends, 
In crowds, and courts, law, businem, feasH, and 

friends? 
My counsel sends to execute a deed : 
A poet begs me I will hear him read : 
In Palace-yard at nine you'll find me there— 
At ten for certain, sir, in BloooMbuiry<«qaare— 
Before the lords at twelve my cause comes on— 
There's a rehearsal, sir, exact at one. 
* O! but a wit can study in the streets. 
And raise bis mind above the mob he meets.' 
Not quite so well, however, as one ought ; 
A hackney coach may chance to spoil a thoi^t , 
And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 
God knows, may huit the very ablest head. 
Have you not seen, at Guildhall's narrow pass, 
Two aldermen dispute it with an ass ? 
And peers give way, exalted as they are. 
E'en to their own s-r-v-^nce in a cart 

Go, lofty poet ! and in such a crowd. 
Sing thy sonorous verse-obut not aloud. 
Alas ! to grottoes and to groves we ran. 
To ease and silence, every Muse's son ; 
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Bbckmore buMelf, fbr any gruid effoit, 
WmM drink and doie at Tooting or E«rF»>Cocirt. 
How •ball ] ilij i MU in thu eternal roarf 
How mateh the brnde whom none e'er inateh*d 
before! 
The man, who, strelch'd in bia' caUn retreat, 
To booka and'atody givea aeren years complete, 
9ee! atrow'd with learned doat, hia nightcap OD, 
He watka an ebjeot new beneath the son ! 
Hie boya flock iwmd him, and the people atare : 
So atiif, ao mmte ! aome atatoe, yon woiild awear, 
Stepp'dfrom ila pedeafeal to take the air ! 
And here, while town, and comrt, and city roan. 
With moba, and dana, and aokliera at their doom ; 
Shall I, in London, act thia idle part, 
Coflm>oaing aonga for fook to get by heart 7 

The Temple hue two brother aeigeluita aaw, 
Who deem'd eMh< other onelea of law ; 
With equal ulenta, theae congenial aonla. 
One Ittird the Eacliequer, and one atunn'd the Rolla 
Each had a grayity wenld make you split, 
And aheok hia bead at Murray aa a wit. 
Twaa, ' Sir, year law'->and ' Sir, your eloquence,' 
Youra, Cowper'a manner*— * and youia, Talbot's 



Tbua we diapoae of all poetic merit, 
Yours Milton'a geniua, and mine Homer's spirit. 
Call Tibbald Shakapeare, and hell awear the Nine, 
I>ear Cibber ! nerer match'd one ode of thme. 
Lord ! bow we strut through Merlin's Cave, to see 
No poets there, but Stephen, you, and me. 
Walk widi reapect behind, while we at ease 
Weave laurel erowna, and uke what names we 



My dear TibuUna !' If that wUl not do. 
Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you ; . 
Or, Fm content, allow me Diyden's stnuna. 
And yon afaall raise np Otway for your pains. 
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Much do I fldfer, much to keep in peiee 

Ttaa jealoM, waspish, wrong-head, ifayming nee i 

And much most flatter, if the whni shonld Uie, 

To court applanse by prindnf what I writt: 

But let the fit pass o'er, Tm wise enoogfa 

To stop my ems to their confiNuided staff. 

In Yain bad rhymen all mankind njoet, 
They treat themselves with most preToond respaet , 
'TIS to small parpoee that yon hold yoor tomne, 
Each, pnised within, is happy all day long: 
Bat how severely with themselves proceed 
The men who write socfa verse as vre can read? 
Their own strict judges, pot a word Ihey span 
That wants or force, or light, or weight, or caret 
Howe'er unwillingly it qoits its plaee. 
Nay, though at oourt, perhaps,it may find gnoet 
Such they'll degrade ; and sossetiBBes, in its stnad. 
In downright charity revive the dead ; 
Mark where a bold, expressive phnse appears, 
Bright dirongh the rubbish of some hundred yean 
Command old words that long have slept, lo wah% 
Words that wise Bacon or breve Bnlei^ ■pnke; 
Or bid the new be English ages hence; 
(For use will lather what's begot by sense,} 
Pour the full tide of eloquence along. 
Serenely pure, and yet divinely strong, 
Rich with the treasures of each foreign tongae ; 
Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine. 
But show no merey to an empty tine : 
Then polish all, with ao much life and ease. 
You think *tis nature, and a knack to pleaae; 
* But ease in writing flows iVonLait, not chance ; 
As those move easiest who have learn'd to dance/ 

If such the plague and pains to write by ralC; 
Better, say I, be pleased, and play the fbol; 
Call, if you lyill, bad ifayming a disease. 
It gives men happiness, or leaves them ease. 
There lived in frimo Qeorgii (they record) 
A worthy member, no small fool* a lord : 
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Who, though the hoose wu ap, delighled nta. 

Heard, noted, aiMwer'd, u in full debate : 

In all but thia, a nan of aober life, 

Fond of Ua friend, and civil to hia wife ; 

Not quite a madman, though a paaty fell; 

And much too wiae to walk into a welL 

Him, the damn*d doetoia and hia frienda imnwred, 

Tliey Ued, they capp'd, they poiged ; in ahoit, they 

enradi 
Whereat the gentlewui began toatan— 
'My fiienda!' he eried, *p-z take you for yov 

care! 
That fimn a patriot of diatinguiah*d note. 
Have bled anid pofged me to a aimple vote.' 

Well, on the whole, plain proae aauat bemy fttet 
Wiadom (euiae on it) wfll come aoon or late. 
Them ia a thne when poeta will grow dull : 
ril e'en leare Ti^nea to the boya at aohool; 
To rulea oCpoetiy no more confined, 
m learn to amooth and hamonize my mind, 
Teach merj thought within ita boonda to roU, 
And keep the equal meaaore of the aool. 

Soon aa I enter at my country door, 
My muid reaumea the thread it dropp'd befoiu ; 
Thoughta which at Hyde-park comer I forgot, 
Meet and rejoin me, in the penaive grot; 
There all alone, and complinento apart, 
I aak theae aober qneationa of my heart : 

If, when the more you drink, the more yon eratf% 
You tell the doctor ; When the more yon hare, 
The more yon want, why not with equal eaae 
Confeea aa well your folly aa diaeaae ? 
The heart reaolvea ihb matter in a trice, 
* Men only feel the amait, but not the vice.' 

When golden angda cease to core the evil, 
You give all royal witchcraft to the devil ; 
When servile chaplaina cry, that birth and pkan 
Endue a peer with honour, truth and graon, 



Look Ja that bimst, most dirty dean ! be fidr, 
Say, can you find oat one sach lodger there ? 
Yet still, not heeding what yoar heart can teadif 
You go to church to hear these flatteren preach. 

Indeed, conld weakh bestow or wit or merit, 
A grain of conrage, or a spark of spirit, 
The wisest man might blush, I must agree, 
If D*** loved sixpence more than he. 

If there be truth in law, and use can give 
A property, that's yomi on wfaieh yon live. 
Delightfiil Abs^onrt; if ita fields aflbrd 
Their fruits to you, coniesses you its loid : 
All Worldly's bens, nay, partridge, soM to town, 
His venison too a gmnea makes your own t 
He bought at tfaevnada, what with better wit. 
You purchase as you want, and bit by bit: 
Now, or long since, what diftrenee will be Ibimd T 
You pay a penny, and he paid aponnd. 

Heathcote himself, and traeh large<«cred men. 
Lords of fat E'sham, or of Lincoln fen, 
Buy erery stick of wood that lends them heat ; 
Buy erery pullet they silbrd to eat. 
Yet these are wights, who ibndly call their own 
Half that the deril o'jeriooks from linooln-town. 
The laws of God, as well as of the land, 
Abhor a perpetuity should stand : 
Estates hare wings, and hang in fortune's power, 
Loose on the point of every waTeringhottr, 
Ready, by force, or of your own accord, 
By sale, at least by death, to changetheir lord. 
Man ? and for ever ? wretch ! what wonldst thoa have J 
Heir urges heir, like wave impelling vrave. 
All vast possessions (just die same the case 
Whether you call them villa, park, or chase,) 
Alas, my Bathurst ! what will they avail 7 
Join Cotswood's hills to Saperton's fidr dale, 
Let rismg granaries and templea here, 
There mingldd Arms and pfnamUk appear. 
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Link towns to towns with ayennes of oak, 
EnchMe whole downs in walls, *Us ail a joke ! 
. nexorable death shall level all, 
Ajid trees, and stones, and fann, and farmer fUL 

Gold, silver, ivorj, vases sonlptured high. 
Paint, marble, gems, and robes o( Penian dve. 
There are who have not-^ind, thank Heaven ! there are 
Who if they have not, think not worth their care. 

Talk what you will of taste, my friend, you^U find 
Two of a face, as soon as of a mind. 
Why of two bnitheti, rich and restless one 
Ploughs, bums, manares, and toils from sun to sdil 
The other slights, for women, sports, and wines, 
All Townshend's tamips, and all Grosvenor's i 
Why one like Bu** with pay and scorn content, 
Bows and votes on in court and pariiameat; 
One, driven by strong benevolence of soul. 
Shall fly like Oglethorpe, from pole to pole ; 
Is known alone to that Directing Power, 
Who forms the genius in the natal hour ; 
That God of nature, who within us still. 
Inclines our action, not constrains onr will ; 
Various of temper, as efface or frame, 
Each individual : His great end the same. 

Yes, sir, how tmaU soever be my heap, 
A pan I will enjoy, as well as keep. 
My heir may sigh, and think it want of grace, 
A man so poor woaM live without a place : 
But sure no statute in his favour sajrs. 
How free or frugal I shall pass my days: 
I who at some times spend, at others spare. 
Divided between carelessness and care. 
*Tis one thing madly to disperse my store ; 
Another, not to heed to treasure more : 
Glad, like a boy, to snatch the first good day 
And pleased, if sordid want be far away. 

What is *t to me (a passenger God wot) 
Whether my vessel be first-rate or not ? 

Vol. n. 6 
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The ship ittelf may make a better fignie ; 
But I that aail am neither lata nor bigger : 
I neither stmt with every &vo«ruig bieath, 
>Nor strive with all the tenapeat in my teeth. 
In power, wit, figure, virtue, fortune, placed 
Behind the foremoat, and before the laat. 

* But why all this of avarice 7 I have none.* 
I wish you joy, air, of a tyrant gone ! 
Bat doea no other lord it at thia hour, 
Aa wild and mad 7 the avarice of power 7 
Doea neither rage inflame, nor fear appal 7 
Not the black fear of death that aaddena all 7 
With terrors round, can reason hold her throne, 
Deapiae the known, nor tremble at the unknown? 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 
In spite of witches, devils, dreams and fire 7 
Pleased to look forward, pleased to look behindt 
And count each birth-day with a gratefhl mind 7 
JIas life no sourness, drawn ao near its end 7 
Canst thou endure a foe, foigive a friend 7 
Has age but melted the rough parte away, 
Aa winter-fruits grow mild ere they decay 7 
Or will you think, my friend, your buaineaa done. 
When, of a hundred thorns, you pull out one 7 

Learn to live well, or fairly make your will; 
You've play'd, and loved, and ate, and drank yoor fil . 
Walk aober ofi*, befi>re a aprightlier ago 
Comes tittering on, and ahovea you from the stage * 
Leave such to trifle with more grace and ease. 
Whom folly pleaaea, and whose ibUies pleaae 
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SATIRES OF Dr. JOHN DONNE, 

DEAN OF ST. PAUL'S, 

VERSIFI£D. 

Quid vetat et nosinet Lucili wripta legentea 
QuKtere num illius, num renim dura negarit 
Verdeuloa nature magis ftctos, et euotea 
MoUina? Horn. 

SATIRE n. 

Ysfl ; thank my Stan ! as early as I knew 
This town, I had the sense to hate it too : 
Yet here, as e'en in hell, there must be still 
One giant-yice, so excellently ill. 
That all beside one pities, not abhora : 
As who knows Sappho, smiles at other whores. 

I grant that poetry's a crying sin ; 
It brought (no doubt) the excise and army in : 
Catch'd like the plague, or love, the Lord knows how 
But that the cure is starring, all allow. 
Yet like the papist's, is the poet's state, 
Poor and disarm'd, and hardly worth your hate 7 

Here a lean bard, whose wit could never give 
Himself a dinner, makes an actor live : 

SATIRE II. 

Sm ; though (T thank God for it) I do hate 
Perfectly all this town : yet there's one state 
In all ill things, so excellently best. 
That hate tow'rds them, breeds pity tow'rds the rest 
Though poetry, indeed, be such a sin. 
As I think, that brings dearth and Spaniards in : 
Though like the pestilence and old-fashion'd love, 
Ridlingly it catch men, and doth remove 
Never, till it be starved out ; yet their state 
Is poor, disarm'd, like papists, not worth hate. 

One (like a wretch, which at the bar judged as dead. 
Yet prompts him which stands next, and cannot read 
And saves his life) gives idiot actors means 
(Starving himself) to hve by's labour'd t 
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The thief condemnM, in law already dead. 
So prompts, and saves a rogue who cannot read. 
ThuB as the pipes of some canred organ move. 
The gilded poppets dance and mount above. 
Heayed by the breath the inspiring bellows blow: 
The inspiring bellows lie and pant below. 

One sings the fair: bat songs no longer move : 
No rat is rhymed to death, nor maid to love : 
In love's, in nature*s spite, the siege they hold. 
And scorn the flesh, the devil, and all bat gold. 

These wrke to lords, sdme mean rewud to get^ 
As needy beggars sing at doom for meat. 
Those write because all write, and so have still 
Excuse for writing, and for writing ill. 
Wretched indeed ! bat far more wretched yet 
Is he who makes his meal on others* wit : 
*Tis changed, no doubt, from what it was before ; 
His rank digestion makes it wit no more : 
Sense, pass*d through him, no longer is the same ; 
For food digested takes another i 



As in some organs puppets dance above. 

And as bellows pant below, which then do move, 

One would move love by riiymes ; but witchcrift*t 

charms 
Bring not now their old fears, nor their old harms : 
Rams and slings now are silly battery, 
Pistolets are the best artillery. 
And they who write to lords, rewards to get, 
Are they not like singers at doors for meat 7 
And they who write, because all write, have BtiU 
That 'scuse for writing, and for writing ill. 
But he is worst, who be^rly doth chaw 
Other wits' fruits, and in his ravenous maw 
Rankly digested, doth those things out-spue, 
Ab his own things; and tbey^re his own, 'tie 

true; 
For if one eat my meat, though it be known 
The meat was mine, the excrement 's his own. 
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I pan o'er all Umm confeason and OMit^n, 
Who live like S-^tt^-o, or who die like Chaitrei» 
Out-cant old Eadraa, or ottt4rink his heir ; 
Oat-mare Jewa» or Iriabmeii out-swear; 
Wicked at pafsa, who in early jream 
Act sina wli^h Priaca's confessor aeaioe heara. 
E'en tboee I paidoo, for wboee ainfal sake 
Schoolmen new teaenents in hell muat make } 
Of whose strange Crimea no canonist can tell 
In what commandment's large contents thsy dwell. 

One, one man only breeds my just oflbnoe; 
Whom crimes gave wealth, and wealth gave iflip» 



Time, that at last matnies a clap to pox, 
Whose gentle progress makes a ealf an ox, 
And faringa all natural events to pass, 
Hath made him an attorney of an ass* 
No yonng divine, new-beneficed, oan be 
More pert, more proud, more positive than he* 
What further could I wish the fop to do, 
But turn a wit, and scribble verses too 7 
Pierce the soft labyrinth of a lady's ear 
With rhymes of this per cent, and that per year ? 

But these do me no harm, nor they which nee, 
• * • * to ottt-usore Jews, 
To ent^rink the sea, t' outswear the letanie. 
Who with sins all kinds as familiar be 
As confessors, and for whose sinful sake 
Schoolmen new tenements in hell must make; 
Whose strange sins canonists could hardly tell 
In which commandment's large receit they dwell. 

But these punish themselves. The insolence 
Of Coscus, only, breeds my just offence, 
Who time (which rots all, and makes botches poz; 
And plodding on, must make a calf an ox) 
Hath made a lawyer; which (alas) of late; 
But scarce a poet : jollier of this state. 
Than are new benraced ministerB, be throw* 
Uke neu or lime-twigs whereso'» he goes 
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Or court a wife, vpread out hi» wily parts, 

Like nets, or lim^'twiga, for rich widowa' iMtrttr; 

Call himaelf isarrister to every wench^ 

And woo in language of the Pleas and Bench 1 

Language, which Boreas might lo Auster hold. 

More fough than forty Gennans when they seold. 

Cursed be the wretch, so venal and so vain : 
Paltry and prood, as drabs in Drory-^ane. 
'Tis such a bounty a» was never known. 
If PWer deigns to help you to your own : 
What thanks, what praise, if Peter but suppfiea ! 
And what a solemn face, if be denies ! 
Grave, as when prisoners shake the head and swear 
'Twas only suretyship that brought tliem there. 
His office keeps your parchment fates entire. 
He starves with cold to save them firom the fire : 
For you he walks the streets through vain or dual. 
For not in chariots Peter puts his trust; 
For you he sweats and labours at the laws. 
Takes God to witness he affects your cause, 
And lies to every lord in every thing. 
Like a king's favourite~or like a king. 



Ifis title of barrister on everv wench. 
And wooes in language of the Pleas and Bench. * *■ 
* * * Woids, words which would tear 
The tender labyrinth of a maid's soft ear : 
More, more than ten Sclavonians scolding, more 
Than when winds in our ruin'd abbeys roar. 
Then sick with poetry, and possessed with muse 
Thou wast, and mad I hoped ; but men which chnse 
Law practice for mere sain : bold soul repute 
Worse than imbrotherd strumpets prostitute. 
Now like an owl-like watchman he must walk. 
His hand still at a bill ; now he most talk 
Idly, like prisoners, which whole months will swea^ 
That only suretiship had brought them there, 
And to every suitor lye in every thing, 
like a king's fiivourite — or like a king. 
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These ere the talenls tlmt miom them eU, 
From wicked Waten e'ea to godly * * 
Not more of aimony keneetfa blaek gowne, 
Not more of buteidy in beim to crowns. 
In ahillinge and in pence at first they deal ; 
And steal so little, few perceive they steal : • 
Till, like the aea, they compass all the land, 
From Scots to Wight, from Meant to Dover stmnd 
And when rank widows purchase loscious nights, 
Or when a duke to Jansen pants at White's, 
Or city heir in mortgage melts away, 
Satan himself feels &x less joy than they. 
Piecemeal they win this acre first, then that, 
Glean on, and gather up the whole estate ; 
Then strongly fencing iU^ot wealth by law. 
Indentures, covenants, articles they draw, 
Large as the fields themselves, and Urger far 
Than civil codes, with all their glossoi, are ; 
So vast, our new divines, we most confess. 
Are fiitfaers of the churoh for writing less. 

like a wedge in a block, wring to the barre. 
Bearing like asses, and more shameless farre 
Than carted whores, Ije to the grave judge : for 
Bastardy abounds not in king's titles, nor 
Simony and Sodomy in churchmen's lives, 
As these things do in him ; by these he thrives. 
Shortly (ss th' sea) he'll compass all the land. 
From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover strand 
And spying heirs melting with luxury, 
Satan will not joy at their sins as he ; 
For (as a thrifly wench scrapes kitchen-stuffb, 
And barrelling the droppings and the snufib 
Of wasting candles, which in thirty year, 
Reliquely kept, perchance buys wedding cheer? 
Piecemeal he gets lands, and spends as much time 
Wringing each acre, as maids pulling prime. 
In parchment then, large as the fields, he draws 
Assurances, big as gloss'd civil laws, 
80 huge that men (m our times forwardness) 
Are fathers of (be church for writing less. 
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So Luther thought the Pater-noeter Uu^ 
When doomM to say his beads aad evea-soag^ 
But having cast hit cowl, and left those laws, 
Adds to Christ's prayer, the powwand glory c 
But let them write for you, each rogue iin^iiin 
The deeds, and dexterously omits set heiret: 
No commeBtator can more slily pass 
Over a leam'd unintelligible place : 
Or, in quotation, shrewd divines kave out 
Those words that would against them clear the 
doubt. 

The lands are bought ; but where are to be found 
Those anoi«it >woods, that shaded all the ground? 
We see no new-built palaces aspire, 
No kitchens emulate the vestal fire. 
Where are those troops of poor, that throng*d of 

yore 
The good old landlord's hospitable door ? 
Well, I could wish, that still in lordly domes 
Some beasts were kill'd, though not whole hecatombs 
That both extremes were banish'd from their w^b, 
Carthusian fasts, and fulsome bacchanals ; 

These he writes not ; nor for these written payee, 
Hierefore spares no length (as in those first dayes 
When Luther was profess'd, he did desire 
Short I^ter-nosters, saying as a fryer 
Each day his beads : but having left those laws, 
Adds to Christ^s prayer, the power and glory claoM 
But when he sells or changes land, he impairea^ 
The writings, and (unwatcn'd) leaves out ties heirei. 
As slily as any commentator goes by 
Hard words, or sense ; or, in divinity, 
As controverters in vouch'd texts, leave out 
Shrewd words, which might against them clear the 

doubt. 
Where are these spread woods which cloathed 

heretofore 
Tho?7 bought lands? not built, nor burnt within door 
Wiry « the old landlords troops and almes? In halli 
Car* J sian fasts, uud fulsome bacchanals 
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And all nHmlimd tmght that jtwt mnm •observe^ 
In which none e*er could surfeit, none €ovki ittrve. 
These as good worin, 'tis true, we all aUow^ 
But, oh ! these works am not in fesbioa now 
Like rich old wardrobes, things extremely ram* 
Extremely find, bnt what na man will wear. 

Thus much I've said» I trust, widieint offenee; 
Let no court syeephaat pervert my eense, 
Nor sly informer wateh these woi^ te^raw 
Within the reach of treason, er the law. 

SATIRE IV. 

Wbu^ if it he my time to quit the stage^ 
Adieu to all the foIUes of the age ! 
I die in charity with fool and knave, 
Secure of peaoe at least beyond the gmro* 
I're had my purgatory here betimes, 
Aad paid for all my satires, all my rhymes. 
The poet's hell, iu tortures, fiends, and flames, 
To this were trifles, toys, and empty names. 

With foolish pride my heart was never fired, ' 
Nor the vain itch to admire, or be admired : 
I hoped for no commission fi-om his grace; 
I bought no benefice, I begg'd no place : 



Equally 1 hate. Means bless'd. In rich men's homes 
I bid kill some beasts, but no hecatombs ; 
None starve, none surfeit so. But (oh) we allow ' 
Good works as good, but out of fashion now. 
Like old rich wardrobes. But my words none draws 
Within the vast reach of the huge statute's jawee. 

SATIRE IV. 

Well; I may now receive, and die. My sin 
Indeed is great ; but yet I have been in 
A purgatory, such as fear'd Hell is 
A recreation, and scant map of this. 

My mind, neither with pride's itch, nor h&th been 
Poyson'd with love to see or to be seen ; 
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Had BO new v«twa, aor new maft to A»Wf 

Yet went to coart! — the de?il would have it miw 

But, aa the fool that in refonning da^v 

Would go to maaa in jeat (as atery Buy) 

Could not but think, to pay hia fine wma odd, 

Since *twaa no fonn*d deaign of aerving God ; 

So waa i paniah'd, as if full aa prood, 

Aa prone to ill, aa negHgent of good, 

Aa deep in debt, without a thought to pay, 

Aa Tain, aa idle, and na fabe, aa they 

Who live at court, fol* going once that way 

Scarce waa I entered, when, behold! there came 

A thing which A<ibm had been poaed te name ; 

Noah had refuaed it lodging in hia ark, 

Where all the race of reptiles might embaik : 

A verier monsler, than on Afric's shove. 

The sun e*er got, or slimy Nilos bore, 

Or Sloan or Woodwaid'e wondroaa ahelvea contaifly 

Nay, all that lying traTellera ean feign. 

The watch would hardly let him pasa at noon, 

At night would awear bin dropped oat of the moon; 

I had no auit there, nor new auit to ahow. 
Yet went to court ; but as Glare which did go 
To maaa in jest, catch'd, waa fain to disburse 
Two hundred markes which ia the statutes eune, 
Before he acaped; ao it pleaaed my deatiny 
;GuUty of my sin of going) to think me 
As prone to all ill, and eood aa foi^get- 
ful, as proud, luetful, and as mudi in debt, 
As vain, as widess, and aa falae, as they 
Which dwell in court, for once going that way. 
Therefore I euj9er*d this : towards me did run 
A thing more strange, than on Nile*8 slime the aim 
E'er bred, or all which into Noah's aik came ; 
A thing which would have posed Adam to name : 
Stranger than seven antiqtnriea* studies. 
Than Africk monaters, Guianaes rarities. 
Stranger than strangers: one who, for a Dane, 
In the Danes* massacre had sure been slain, 
if he had lived then ; and wftfaout help diea, 
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One, whom the nioh> when Beit we find or make 
A pophh plot, flhaU for a Jeaoit take, 
And the wise justice ataittiig from his chair 
Cry, * By your priesthood tell me what yon aref 

Such was the wight: the apparel on his baok, 
Tho* coarse, was reverend, and thoog h bare, waa Uaek - 
The suit, if by the fashion one might guess, 
Was velvet in the youth of good queen Bessb 
But mere taff>taifoty what now remain'd ; 
80 time, that changes all things, had ordain'd ! 
Our sons shall see it leisurely decay, 
First tun plain nah, then vaaish quite away. 

This thing has travell'd, speaks each language too, 
And kmms what's fit for evmy state to do; 
Of whose best phrase and courtly accent join'd. 
He forms one tongue, exotic and refined. 
Talkem I 've leam'd to bear; Morteux I knew, 
Henley himself I 've heard, and Bodgel too. 
The doctor's wormwood style, the hssh of tongnea 
A pedant makes, the stoim of Gonson's hmfs, 
The whole artillery of the terms of war, 
And (all those plagues in one) the bawling bar; 

When next the 'prentices 'gainst stransers rise ; 
One, whom ^ watch at noon scarce lets go br: 
One, to whom the examininff justice sure would 

Sir, by your priesthood, tell me what you are V 
His clothes were strange, though coarse, and black, 
though bare. 
Sleeveless his jerkin was, and had it been 
Velvet, but 'twas now, (so much ground was seen) 
Become tuff-tatfety ; and our children shall 
See it plain rash a while, then nought at all. 

The thing hath travail'd, and faith, speaks all tongues 
And onlv knoweth what to all states belongs, 
Made of the accents, and best phrase of all these 
He speaks one language. If strange meats displease^ 
Art can deceive, or hunger force mv taste; 
But pedants motly tongue, soldiers bumbast, 
Mountebanks drug-tongue, nor the terms of law, 
Are strong enough prepnratives to drew 



cry 
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Tliew I could bear; bat not a ragoe to civO, 
Whose tongae will compliiDent yoa to dw dvffl. 
A tongae that can cheat widows, cancel ■cores, 
Make Scots apeak treason, coien sobtlest whores, 
With royal ftvoarites in flattery vie, 
And Oldmixon and Burnet both outlie. 

He spies me out; I whisper, *Oracioas Ood ! 
What sin of mine could merit such a rod 7 
That all the shot of dulness now most bo 
From this thy blondeibuss dtschaiyed on me !' 

' Permit,* he cries, ' no stranger to your ftae 
To crave your sentiment, if .— ~*s your name. 
What speech esteem you most?* *The king's,* said I. 

* But the best words ?*— * O, sh-, the dictionary.' 

* You miss my aim ! I mean the moat acots 
And perfect speakerf— 'Onslow, past dispute.' 

* But, sir, of writers ?*— * Swift, fbr closer style, 
But Hoadly for a period of a mile.* 

* Why yes, 'tis granted, these indeed may pass ; 
Good common linguists, and so PUiurge was;' 



Me to hear this ; ^et I must be content 

With his tongue, in bis tongue caird complement : 

In which he can win widows, and pay scores, 

Make men speak treason, couzen subtlest whores, 

Outflatter favourites, or outlie either 

Jovius, or Surius, or both together. 

He names me, and comes to me; I whisper, God, 
How have I sinn'd that thv wrath's furious rod, 
This fellow, chooseth me! he saith, ' Sir, 
I love your judgment, whom do vou prefer 
For the best linguist V and I seeluy 
Said that I thought Calepine's dictionary. 
' Nay, but of men, most sweet sir 7* Beza then. 
Some Jesuits, and two reverend men 
Of our two academies I named. Here 
He stopped roe, and said, * Nay your apostles were 
Good pretty lineuists; so Panurgua was. 
Vet a poor genueman ; all these may pass 
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Nay^tfotk, the aponltti (choogfaiMriM^tooftii^ 
Had oooe a pretty gift of tooguea ooouflrh : 
Yet theae were all poor gentlemen ! I dare 
Affirm, 'twaa travel made them what thef wan.' 

Thua, others* talenta having nicely ahown, 
He came tiy son tranaition to hia own : 
TiU I cried out, ' Yon prove yoaraelf ao able. 
Pity ! yott waa not Draggerman at Babel ; 
For bad they found a linguiat half ao good, 
I make no question but the tower had atood.' 

* Obliging air ! for oouita you aura were made t 
Why then for ever buried in the abade ? 
Spirita like you, ahould aee and should be aeen, 
liie king would amile on you— ^ least the queen.' 
'Ah, gentle air ! your courtiers ao ciyole ua*- 
But Tully baa it, Nunqmm munms aalUu: 
And aa for couita, fiwgive me, if I aay 
No leaaona now are taught the Spartan way i 
Though in hia pictures lust be full displayed, 
Few are the converta Aretine baa mad^ ; 
And though the court show vice eiceeding clear. 
None should, by my advice, learn virtue there.' 

At thia entranced, he lifts his handa and eyea, 
Squeaka like a higb-atretch*d hiCeatring, and replies 
* Oh, *tis the sweetest of all eaithhr thioga 
To gase on princea, and to talk of kings !' 

By travail' Then, aa if he would sold 

Ka tongue, he praiaed it, and such wonden told* 

That 1 waa fiiin to aay, ' If you had lived, air. 

Time enough to have been interpreter 

To Babers bricklayers, sure the tower had atood/ 

He adds, * If of court life you knew the good. 
You would leave looeless.* I said, * Not alone 
My loneleaa is ; but Spartanes fiubion 
To teach by painting drunkards doth not last 
Now, Aretine's pictures have made few chaate ; 
No more can princes courts (though there be few 
Better pictures of vice) teach me virtue/ 

He like lo a hieh-stretchM luteatrioff squeaks, ' air 
*rii tweet to taUL of kings.' 'At Weatminater' 



1 
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*Tbni kKpjpy hum w1k> •howi the teabt !' nid V 
' He dwells amidiC tbe royal fanUy ( 
He every day from king to king can walk^ 
Of all oar Harrys, all oar Edwards talk ; 
And get, by speaking troth of roonarchs dead. 
What few can of the liWng-^-eaae and bread.* 

* Lord, sir, a mere mechanic [ strangely low. 
And coarse of phnwe,~yoar English ali are «o 
How elegant yoor Frenchmem !' *Mine d'/« iMan Y 
I have but one ; I hope the feUow 's eleaii.* 

* O ! sir, politely so ! nay, let me die, 
Your only wearing ia your padaaaoy.* 

* Not, SHT, my only, I have better still, 
And thia yoa see is bat my deshabille — 
Wild to get loose, his patience I proToke^ 
Mistake, confound, obfeet at all he spoke. 
But as coarse iron, slnrpeft'd, mangles mora. 
And itch most hnita when anger'd to a tore ; 
So when yoa plague a fool, 'tis still the cone, 
You only make the matter worse and wone. 

He pass'd it o'er ; affecta an easy smQe 
At all my peenshness, and turns 1^ style. 

Said I, *the man that keeps the Abbey-tombs 
And for his price, doth with whoever comes 
Of all our Harrys and our Edwards talk, 
From king to king, and all their kin can walk : 
Your ears shall hear nought but kings ; your eyes me^ 
Kings onlv : the way to it is King-street.* 
He smacked, and cried, * He's base, mechaniquecoarse, 
So are ail your Englishmen in their discourse. 
Are not your Frenchmen neat ?' * Mine, as you see, 
I have but one, sir, look, he follows me,* 

* Certes they are neatly cloathed. I of this mind am 
Your only wearing is your grogaram.* 

* Not so, sir, I have more.' Under this pitch 
He would not fly : I chafTd him : but as itch 
Scratch'd into smart, and as blunt iron ground 
Into an edge, harts worse : So, I (fbol) found, 
Crossing hurt me. To fit my suUenness, 

He to another key hi« style aoth dron : 
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He aiks, * Wllat newir I toH bim of sew flkf9, 

New eanacht, harleqiiiiM, ftod epenw* 

He heara, aad m a ttill wMi aimplee in it, 

Between each drop it givea, etaya half a mi—lOt 

Loath td earieh me with too qaksk npUea, 

By little, and by little, drape hia Uaa. 

Mere howehold traah ! of bifthnigtea, bafla, and 



Mora than ten Hollinahada, or HaUa, or Stowea. 
When the queen firown'd, or amiled, be fcnowa ; aad 

what 
A subtle minister may make of that: 
Who sins with whom ; who got his pension rag^ 
Or qutckenM a refenrion by a drag : 
Whose pbce is qoartePd oat, three porta in four, 
And whether to a bishop, or a whom : 
Who, baring lost his eredit, pawned hia rent; 
b theralbre fit to haw a gorammcnt t ' 

Who, in the secret, deals in stocks seeure, 
And cheats the unknowing widow and the poort 
Who makes a trast of chanty a job. 
And gets an act of parliament to rob: 
Why turnpikes rise, and now no cit nor clown 
Can gratia see the country, or the town : 

Ana asks what news ; I tell him of new playes. 
He takes my hand, and as a still, which stayes 
A sembrief 'twixt each drop, he niggardly. 
As loth to enrich me, so teUs many a ly. 
More than ten HoUensheds, or Halls, or Stows, 
Of trivial household trash, he knows. He knows 
When the queen irown'd or smiled ! and he knows 

what 
A subtle statesman may gather of that : 
He knows who loves whom : and who by poison 
Hastes to an officer's rerersion ; 
Who wastes in meat, in clothes, in horse, he notes ; 
Who loveth whores ***♦♦♦* 
He knows who hath sold his lands, and now doth beg 
A licence, old iron, boots, shoes, and egge- 
Shellstotnnsoort; • * • ♦ ♦ r 
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Shoftly iMvMiMi dnck, or My T»te, 
Bat some ezcUug «om«Mr will InTe t<rfL 
He tells wbRt atmaifMi jilaeea ■eilt Ibr fife, 
What^ire httkada, wiMt citizen lus wife: 
At last (which pravM him wiser still thn mH) 
What lady's face is not a whited wall. 

As eM of Woodwafd's patirats, ikdi and eoxe, 
I pake, I nauseatet— yet he thrasts in mere: 
Trims Europe's baUiiee, lops the statesmaa's part/ 
And talks gasettea and postbeya o*er fay heait. 
Like a big wif^ at siffat of loathsome meat, 
Ready to cast, I yawn, I sigh, Isweet 
Thee as a lieaesed spy, who nothaiig can 
Silence or hurt, be libds every man ; 
Sweaie every j^aee entail'd for yeans to cook. 
In sure succession to the 'day of doom : 
He namea the price of CTcry office paid, 
And says our wan thrive ill, beoaose dday*d : 



****** shorUy boys shall not play 
At span-counter, or blow-point, but shall pay 
Toll to some courtier ; and wiser than all us, 
He knows what lady is not painted. Thus 
He with home meats cloys me. I belch, spoe 

spit. 
Look pale and sickly, like a patient, yet 
He thrasts on more, and as he had undertook, 
To say Gallo Belgicin without book. 
Sneaks of all states and deeds that have been s nee 
Tne Spaniards came to the loss of Amyens. 
Like a big wife, at sight of loathed meat, 
Ready to travail : so I siah, and sweat 
To hear this makaron talk : in vain, for yet, 
Either my humour, or his own to fit, 
He, hke a privileged s(He, whom nothing can 
Discredit, rebels now eatast each great man. 
He names the price of every office paid ; 
Ho saith our wars thrive ill, because delaid : 
Tiiat offices are entailed, and that there are 
Perpetuitiea of them, lasting aa fiur 
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Naj hinto. 'U. by coBBiTUtte oC ih^mmt. 
That Spam robi OB, and DKinWA'. ttiH a port. 
Wot more amazeioent sened oa Ciioe'a fiMta. 
To see tbemselvaa faU hMdkoag iato haii^ 

TTian mine to find a auiiwt rtaW and wiae 
Already half tora'd traitor by i 



I felt the infection slide fion hiiB to bm; 
As m the pox, some giro ii to get fiao; 
And quicsk to swallow me, Betbo«gltt I saw 
One of our giant statutes ope its jaw. 
In that nice moraeBt, as aaellwr lie 
Stood just a-tilt, the minister eaae by. * 
To hmi he flies, aiid bowa. and bows again, 
i hej^ close as Umbia, joins the dirty tiam. 
mt Fannms* self more impndeBdv Bear, 
When half his nose is in hfa piinceV ear. 



As the last day ; mid that great officers 

Do with the Spaniaids share, and Dnnkiritett. 

Thlv ?If. t?*'^,*^ Circe's prisoneia, when 

TTiey felt themselyes turn beasts, felt myself then 

Becoming traytor, and methooght I saw 

Une of our giant statutes ope its jaw 

lo suck me in for hearing him : I found 

Rv ^v^ I^u ^««»«««« leachen do grow sound 

By giving others their sores. I might «-ow 

GuiRy, and be fVee : therefore I Id sW 

AU signs of loathing ; hut since I am in. 

1^1t^\ T^'t •"^ 1S7 forefathers sin 

To the last farthing. Therefore to my power 

Of mercy now was come: he tries to bring 

Nay, sir. can you spare me a erown T Thankfuu/f 
^▼e it, as ransom : but as fiddlers. stiU 

TJough they be pjud to be gonJ; Vi«ids wiD 
T^rurt one more jigg upon tou ; so did he 
With his long com^miented thanks vex me. 
But he IS gone, thanks to his needy want. 
And the prerogatiTB of my erewn : scam 
Vol. U. 5 
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t quaked at Imut : and, fltfll nfftSA to see 
Ml the court ftfl'd with ■Musger things than he. 
Ran out as ihtt as one that pays fab bail, 
And dreads more adioBs, harries from a jail. 

Bear me, some god! oh qoickly bear me hence 
To wholesome w^tode, the norse of sense ! 
Where conteBSplatioB pimies her raffled wings. 
And the free soel looks down to pitj kings ! 
There sober thought punned the amaring theme, 
Till fancy colonr'd it, and formM a dream. 
A Tision permits can to hell transport, 
And forced e'en me to see the damn*d at court. 
Not Dante, dreaming all die infernal state. 
Beheld such seenes of envy, sin, and hate. 
Base fear b eco a e s the guilty, not the free ; 
Suits tyrante, planderers, bat suits not me: 
Shall I, the terror of this sinful town. 
Care, if a liveried lord or smile or frown ? 
Who caaaot flatter, and detest who can, 
Tremble before a noble serving-man ? 

my fair mistress, Trath ! shall I quit thee 
For huffing, braggart, pufl nobility ? 

Thou, who since yesterday hast rolPd o'er all 
The busy, idle blockheads of the ball. 

His thanks were ended, when I (which did see 
All the court filled with more strange things than he 
Ran from thence with such, or m<M« haste than one 
Who fears more actions, doth hast from prison. 

At home in wholesome solitariness 
My piteous soul began the wretchedness 
Of suitors at court to mourn ; and a trance 
Like his, who dreamt he saw hell, did advance 
Itself o'er me ; such men as he saw there 

1 saw at court, and worse and more. Lo fear 
Becomes the guilty, not the accuser: Then, 
(Phall I, none's slave, of highborn or raised men 
Fear frowns ; and my mistress Truth, betray thee 
For the huffing, bragart, puft nobility ? 

No, no, thou which since yesterday has been 
A Imost about the whole world, hast thou i 
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Hast Umw, ob Su»2 behold an enftier MSI, 
Than such as swell this bUd^ of a eourt 7 
Now pox on tboM tbat Affw a coort in wax ! 
It ought to bring all cottrtiart on dieir bucks ; 
Such painted puppets I sach a varnkh'd laoe 
C>f boUow gewgaws* only diess and faoe 1 
Such waxen nosea, stately staiiag ^nga-» 
No wonder some folks bow, and think them Imigs. 
See 1 where the British yoatfa, engaged no moi% 
At Fig's, at White's, wkh fdaM, or a where, 
Pay their last doty to the court, and eome 
All fresh and firagraot, to the dmwingnwom ; 
In hues as gay, and odours as drnne^ 
As the fair fields they sold to look so finOi 
* That 's veWet for a king V the flatterer swaam; 
*Tis tme ; for ten days henee 'twill be king Lear's. 
Our court may justly to our stage give ndes. 
That helps it both to fools' eoata aad to foola. 
And why not players stmt in courtiers* clothes ? 
For these ara actors too, as well as those : 

O Sun, in all thy journey, vaoky. 

Such as swftlU the bladder of our court ? 1 

Think he which made your waxen garden, and 

Transported it from Italy, to stand 

With us, at London, flouts our courtiers; ffM" 

Just such gay painted thiagsv which no sap, aor 

Taste have in them, emn are : and natwral 

Some of the stodca are ; their fruits bastard all. 

'Tia ten o'clock and past ; all whom the muea, 
BalouB, or tennis, diet, or the stews 
had all the Bsoraiaff h^d, now the seeond 
Time made ready, taat dar, in flocks are found 
In the presence ; and 1 (Ciod pardon me) 
As fresh and sweet their apparels be, as be 
Their fields they sold to boy them. For a long 
Those hose are, cried the ftitterers: and bring 
Them next week to the theatre to soU. 
Wants reach all states : me sennM they do as well 
At stage, as courts : all are playeis. Whoever looks 
;For Uiemsclvea dare not go) o'er Cboapside books. 
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Wants reMb aU alafH: they beg iMt better dreiM'cl^ 
And all is spiendid ptfwt^f at best 

Painted for sig^ht, and esseaeed ftir the smell. 
Like frigates iraugbc with spioe and cochineal, 
Sail in the ladies : bow eadi pirate eyes 
So weak a vessel, and so lieba priie ! 
Top-gailant he, and she in aH ber trim, 
He boaiding her, she striking sail to him : 
Dear eonntess! you have channs all hearts to bit t 
And ' Sweet sir Fopling ! yon have so much wit !* 
Such wits and beauties are not pmised for nought, 
For both the beauty and the wit are bought 
'Twould bunt e'en Heraelitus with the spleen, 
To see those antics, Fopling and Courtin : 
The pieeenee seeou, with things so richly odd. 
The mosque of Mahound, or some queer pagod. 
See them sorvey their limbs by Dmer's rales, 
Of all beau-kind the best propoition'd fools ! 

Shall find their wardrobes inventory. Now 
The ladies come. As pirates (which do know 
That there came weak ships fnn^ht with outohanel) 
The men boaid them: and praise (as they think) 

well, 
Their beauties; they the BMn*s wits: both are 

bought 
Why good wits ne*er wear scarlet towns, I thought 
This cause, these men, mens wits mr speeches boy. 
And women boy all red which seaiieis dye. 
He eallM her beauty lime-twim, her hair net : 
She fears her drugs ill lay'd, her hair loose set : 
Wouldn*t Heraelitua launi to see M acrine 
From hat to shoe, himseffat door refine, 
As if the presence were a mosque ; and liA 
His skirts and hose, and call his clothes to shrift^ 
Making them confess not only mortal 
Great stains and holes in them, but venial 
Feathers and dust, wherewith they (brnicate ; 
And then by Dorer*8 rules survey the state 
Of his each limb, and with strings tho odds tries 
Oi'his neck to hid leg, and waste to thighs. 
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A<i|)aal their clocbet, and to conlMiion dmw^ 

Those venial sins, an atom, or a itraw : 

But, oh ! what terrors must distract the soul 

Convicted of that mortal crime, a hold : 

Or should one pound of pftwder less beqxread 

Those monkey-taib that wag behind their head. 

Thus finishM, and corrected to a hair. 

They march, to prate their hour before the iair. 

So firet to preach a white-gloved chaplain goes* 

With band of lily, and with cheek of roae» 

Sweeter than Sharon, in immaculate trim. 

Neatness itself impertinent in him. 

Let but the ladies smile, and they are blesa'd ; 

Prodigious ! bow the things protest ! protest I 

Peace, fools, or Gonson will for papist seiate yiMiy 

If once he catch yon at your Jesu 1 Jesu ! 

Nature made eveiy fop to plague his brother* 
Just as one beauty mortifies another. 
But here's the captain that will plague them both. 
Whose air cries. Arm \ whose very look/s an oathr 
The captain 's honest, sirs, and that 's enough. 
Though his soul 's bolkt, and his body baff. 

So in immaculate clothes and symmetry- 
Perfect as circles, with such nicety 
As a young preacher at his first time goes 
To preach, he enters, and a lady which owes 
Him not so much as good-will, he arrests. 
And unto her protests, protests, protests. 
So much as at Rome would serve to have thrown 
Ten cardinals into the Inqoisition : 
And whispers by Jesu so oft, that a 
Pureuevant would have ravishM him away 
For saving our lady*s Pmlter. But 'tis fit 
That they each other plague, they merit it. 
But here comes Glorious that will plague *em boc'i 
Who in the other extreme only doth 
Cidl a rough earelessness good fashion : 
Whose cloak his spun tear, or whom he spits on, 
He cares not, he. His ill words do no haim 
Tc him ; he rushes in, as if Arm, arm. 
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He vpdB roro>f(l|^iit , bis ittuig[irty clWBt bofofSi 
Like battering nmu, bests open every door: 
And with a face as red, and as awry, 
As Herod^s hangdogs in old tapestiy, 
Scarecrow to boys, the breeding woman's carve. 
Has yet a strange ambition to look worM : 
Confounds the ciyil, keeps the rude in awe, 
Jests like a licensed fool, commands like law. 

Frighted, I quit the room, but leave it so 
As men from jails to execution go ; 
For hung with deadly sins I see the wall, 
And lined with giants deadlier than them all : 
Each man an Askapart, of strength to toss 
For quoits, both Temple-bar and Charing-cross. 
Scared at the grisly forms, I sweat, I fly, 
And shake all o^er, like a discoTer'd spy. 

Courts are too much for wits so weak as mine ; 
Chaige them with hearen's artillery, bold divine ! 
From such alone the great rebukes endure, 
Whose satire *s sacred, and whose rage secure ; 

He meant to cry : and though his face be as iU 
As Uieirs which in old hangings whip Christ, still 
He strives to look worse ; he keeps all in awe ; 
Jests like a licensed fool, commands like law. 

Tired, now, I leave this place, and but pleased 
As men from gaols to execution go, 
Go, through tlM great chamber (why is it bung 
With these seven deully sins ?) being among 
Those Askaparts, men big enough to throw 
Charing-cross, for a bar, men that do know 
No token of worth, but queens man, and fine 
Living : barrels of beef, flaggons of wine, 
I shook like a spied spy— machen which are 
Seas of wit and art, you can, then dare. 
Drown the sins of this place ; but as for me 
Which am but a scant brook, enough shall be 
To wash the stains away : although I yet 
/With Maccabees* modiesty) the known merit 
Of my work lessen, yet some wise men shall* 
I hope, esteem ray writs Canonical. 
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Tis miV t-^ wh a few light itainfl ; but tMn 
To dplu^ nip, and drown a coait in lean. 
How**er, what's now Apocrypha, my wit, 
la Hoie to come may paas for Holy Writ 



EPILOGUE TO THE SATIRES. 
IN TWO IHAL0GUE8. 

WEtTTlN IN MDGCXUTUI. 

DIALOGUE L 

Fr. Not twice a twelvemonth you appear in prim, 
And when it eomea the court see* nothing in*t. 
Vou grow correott that onoe with rapture writ, 
And are, besides, too moral for a wit 
Decay of parts, alas ! we all must feel- 
Why now, this moment, don't I see yon sieal ? 
'Tis all from Horace : Horace long before ye 
Sai<L * Tories call'd him Whig, and Whigs a Toiy ;* 
And taagfat his Romans in much better metra, 
To laugh at fools who put their tmst in Peter.' 

But Horace, sir, was delicate, was nice ; 
Bubo observes, he lash'd no sort of rice : 
Horace would say, Sir Billy served the crewn, 
Blunt could do business, Higgias knew the town; 
ki Sappho touch tlie failings of the set. 
In reverend buhops note some small negleets, 
And own the Spaniard did a waggish thing. 
Who eropp'd our ears, and sent them to the king. 
Ilia sly, polite, insinuating ityle 
Could please at court, and make Augustus smile : 
An artful manager, that crept between 
His friend and shame, and was a kind of screen. 
Bat 'faith your very friends will soon be seie ; 
Patriou there are, who wish y«a'd jest no waat^^ 



J 
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And wheie** the glory ? 'twill be onlj thoogfat 
The great man never ofTer'd you a groaL 
Go see Sir Robert-* 

P. See Sir Robert!— hum— 
And never laugh — ^for all my life to come? 
Seen him I have, but in hiv happier hour 
Of social pleasure, ill-exchanged for power { 
Seen him, uncumberM with a venal tribe, 
Smile without art, and win without a bribe , 
Would he oblige me ? let me only find, 
He does not think me what he thinks mankind 
Come, come, at all I laugh he laughs, no doubt , 
The only difference is, I dare laugh out. 

F. Why yes : with Scripture still jou may be free 
A borse-laiifh, if you please, at honesty ; 
A joke on Jekyil, or some odd old Whig, 
Who never changed his principle, or virig ; 
A patriot is a fool in eveiy age. 
Whom all loid chamberlains allow the stage : 
These nolUng hurts: they keep their fashion still. 
And wear their strange old virtue as they will. 

If any ask you, * Who 's the roan so near 
His prince, that writes in verse, and has his earf 
Why answer, Lyttleton; and I'll engage 
The worthy youth shall ne'er be in a rage : 
But were his venes vile, his whisper base. 
You'd quickly find him in lord Fanny's case. 
Sejanns, Woiaey, hurt not honest Fleury, 

But well may put some statesmen in a fury. « 

Laugh then at any, but at fools or foes ; 

These you but anger, and you mend not those. 

Laugh at your friends, and, if your friends ara sore, 

So much the better, you may laugh the more. 

To vice and foUy to cwifine the jest. 

Sets half the world, God knows, against the rest ; 

Did not the sneer of more impartial men 

At sense and virtue balance all again. 

Judicious wits spread wide the ridicule. 

And charifably comfort knave and fool. 
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P. Dear sir, foi^give the prejudie« of youth : 
Adieu distiiictioa, satire, warmth, and truth ! 
Come, faarmlesa eharacters that no one hit ; 
Come, Henley's oratory, Otbom's wit ! 
The honey dropping from Fayonio's tongue, 
The flowers of Bubo, and the flow of Young ! 
The grscions dew of pulpit eloquence, 
And all the well-whippM cream of courtly sense, 
That first was H>-vy*s, F— 's next, and then. 
The S— te*B, and then H— 'Vy's once again. 
O come, that easy Ciceronian style, 
So Latin, yet so English all the while. 
As, though the pride of Middleton and Bland, 
All boys may read, and girls may understand ! 
Then might I ting, without the least offence. 
And all I sang should be the nation's sense r 
Or teach the melancholy muse to mourn* 
Hang the sad verse on CaroUna's urn. 
And hail her passage to the realms of leit, 
All parts performed, and all her children bleasM ! 
So— satire is no more^I feel it die- 
No gasetteer more innocent than I — 
And let, a God*s name, eveiy fool and knave 
Be graced through life, and flatter*d in his grave. 
F. Why so? if satire knows its time and ^wem, 
You still may lash the greatest— in disgiaee : 
For merit will by turns forsake them all ; 
Would you know when 7 exactly when they fall. 
But let all satire in all changes spare 
Immortal S — ^k, and grave D r e. 
Silent and soft, as saints removed to heaveB» 
All ties dissolved, and every sin forgiven, 
These may some gentle ministerial wing 
Receive, and place fer erer near a king ! 
There, where no passion, pride, or shame transport, 
Laird with the sweet nepenthe of a oooit ; 
There, where no father's, brother's, friend's disgraee 
Once break their rest, or stir them fimn their place ; 
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But past the sense of human miseries, 
All tears are wiped lor ever from all eyes ; 
No cheek is known to blush, no heart to throb, 
Save when they lose a question, or a job. 

P. Good Heaven forbid, that 1 should blast their f I017, 
Who know how like Whig mmisters to Tory ; 
And when three sovereigns died could scarce be Yex'«it 
Considering what a gracious prince was next. 
Have I, in silent wonder, seen such things 
As pride in slaves, and avarice in kings ; 
And at a peer or peeress, shall 1 fiet, 
Who starves a sister, or forswears a debt ? 
Virtue, J grant you, is an empty boast ; 
But shall the dignity of vice be lost? 
Ye Gods ! shall Gibber's son, without rebuke, 
Swear like a lord, or Rich outwhore a duke ? 
A favourite's porter with his master vie, 
Be bribed as often, and as often lie ? 
Shall Ward draw contracts with a statesman's skill 7 
Or Japhet pocket, like his grace, a will ? 
Is it for Bond or Peter (paltry things) 
To pay their debts, or keep their faith like kings 7 
If Blunt dispatoh'd himself, he play'd the man ; 
And so may'st thou, illustrious Passeran ! 
But shall a printer, weary of his life. 
Learn, from their books, to hang himself and wife ? 
This, this, my friend, I cannot, must not bear : 
Vice thus abased, demands a nation's care : 
This calls the church to deprecate our sin, 
And hurls the thunder of the laws on gin. 

Let modest Foster, if be will, excel 
Ten metropolitans in preaching well ; 
A simple quaker, or a quaker's wife. 
Outdo Landaff in doctrine,-~yea in life : 
Let bumble Allen, with an awkward shame. 
Do good by stealth, and blush to find it fame ' 
Virtue may choose the high or low degree, 
Tl» just alike to vlriue and to me ; 
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Dwell in a monk, or light upon a king, 
She's still the same beloved, contented thing. 
Vice is undone, if she forgets her biitb, 
And stoops from angels to the dregs of earth 
But 'tis the fall degrades her to a whore ; 
Let greatness own her, and she 's mean no more^ 
Her birth, her beauty, crowds and courts confess, 
Chaste matrons praise her, and grave bishops bless , 
In golden chains the willing world she draws. 
And hers the Gospel is, and hert the laws ; 
Mounts the tribunal, lifts her scarlet head. 
And sees pale Virtue carted in her stead. 
Lo ! at the wheels of her triumphal car. 
Old England's genius, rough with many a scar 
Dragg'd in the dust ! his arms hang idly round, 
His flag inverted trails along the ground ! 
Our yoitth, all liveried o'er with foreign gold. 
Before her dance : behind her crawl the old ! 
See thronging millions to the pagod run, 
And offer country, parent, wife, or son ! 
Hear her black trumpet through the land proclaim, 
That not to be corrupted is the shame. 
In soldier, churchman, patriot, man in power, 
'Tis avarice all, ambition is no more ! 
See, all our nobles begging to be slaves ! 
See, all our fools aspuing to be knaves ! 
The wit of cheats, the courage of a whore. 
Are what ten thousand envy and adore: 
All, all look up, with reverential awe. 
At crimes that 'scape or triumph o'er the law 
While troth, worth, wisdom, daily they deciy* 
Nothing is sacred now but villany.* 
Yet may this verse (if such a verse remain) 
Show there was one who held it in disdain 
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DIALOGUE IL 

Fr. * Tis all a liber~Pkxton, sir, will aay. 

P. Not yet my friend ! to-morrow, '£iith it mmj 
And for that very cauae I |Hint to^iay. 
How ahottld 1 fret to manfle eveiy line, 
In reTereooe to the aina of thirty«nine ! 
Vice with auch giant-stridea comes oo amain. 
Invention striTes to be before in vain; 
Feign what I will, and paint it e*er ao strong, 
Some rising genius sins up to my aong. 

F. Yet none but you by name the guilty kwh ; 
E'en Guthry saves half Newgate by a dash. 
Spare then the person, and expose the vice. 

P. How, sir! not damn the sharper, bat the dice) 
Come on then, satire ! general unconfined. 
Spread thy broad wing, and aouae on all the Imid. 
Ye statesmen, priests, of one religion all ! 
Ye tradesmen, vile, in army, court, or hall ! 
Ye reverend atheists.-xF. Scandal ! name them, who 

P. Why that 'a the thing you bid me not to do. 
Who starved a sister, who forswore a debt, 
I never named : the town 's inquiring yet. 
The poisoning dame— F. You mean-— P. I d(»'t— 
F. You do. 

P. See, now I keep the secret, and not you ! 
The bribing stateaman—F. Hold : too high yon go. 

P. The bribed elector— F. There you atoop too low 

P. I fain would please you, if 1 knew with what. 
Tell me, which knave is lawful game, which not T 
Must great offenders, once escaped the crown, 
Like royal harts, be never more run down ? 
Admit your law to spare the knight requires. 
As beasts of nature, may we hunt the 'squirea ? 
Suppose I censure — you know what I mean — 
To save a bishop, may I name a dean 7 

F. A dean, sir 7 no ; his fortune is not made ; 
You hurt a man that's rising in the trade. 
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P. If not the tra^sman who sets up to«day. 
Much less the ^prentice who to-morrow may. 
Down, down, proud satire ! though a realm be spoil'd, 
Arraign no mightier thief than wretched Wild : 
Or, if a court or country *s made a job, » 
Go drench a pickpocket, and join the mob. 

But, sir, I beg you, (for the ]ove of vice !) 
The matter's weighty, pray consider twice : 
Have you less pity for the needy cheat, 
The poor and friendless villain, than the great? 
Alas ! the small discredit of a bribe 
Scarce hurts the lawyer, but undoes the scribe. 
Then better sure it charity becomes 
To Ux directors, who (thank God) have plums , 
Still better, ministers ; or, if the thing 
May pinch e*en there— why lay it on a king. 

F. Stop ! stop ! 

P. Must satire, then, nor rise nor fall? 
Speak out, and bid me blame no rogues at all. 

F. Yes, strike that Wild, I'll justify the blow. 

P. Strike ? why the man was hang'd ten years ago : 
Who now that obsolete example fears ? 
E'en Peter trembles only for his ears. 

F. What, always Peter? Peter thinks you mad ; 
You make men desperate, if they once are bad, 
Else might he take to virtue some years hence — 

P. As S— k, if he lives, will love the prince. 

F. Strange spleen to S— k ! 

P. Do I wrong the man 1 
God knows, I praise a courtier where I can. 
When I confess there is who feels for fame. 
And melts to goodness, need I Scarborough name 1 
Pleased let me own, in Esher's peaceful grove 
(Where Kent and nature vie for Pelham's love,) 
The scene, the master, opening to my view, 
I sit and dream I see my Craggs anew ! 

Ev'n in a bishop I can spy desert ; 
Seeker is decent, Kundel has a heart ; 
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Manneri with eandmir are to Beneon grrea ; 
To Berkley eyery virtue under heaven. 
But does the court a worthy man remove T 
That inatast, I declare, he has my lore : 
I shun his zenkh, court his mild decUne ; 
Thus Somers once, and Haliftz, were tanks. 
Oft, in the clear still mirror of retreat, 
I studied Shrewsbury, the wise and great ; 
Carleton^s calm sense, and Stanhope^s noble flame 
Compared, and knew their generous end the same : 
How pleasing Atterbury's softer hour! 
How shined the soul, unconquer'd in the Tower! 
How can I Pultcney, Chesterfield, ft>rget, 
While Roman spirit charms^ and Attic wit ? 
Aigyle, the state's whole thunder bom to wield, 
And shake alike the senate and the field ? 
Or Wyndham, just to freedom and die throne^ 
The master of our passions, and his own ? 
Names, which I long have loved, nor loved in vaun, 
Rank'd with their friends, and numbered with thei. 

train. 
And if yet higher the proud list should end, 
Still let me say, no follower, but a fiiend. 

Yet think not, friendship only prompts my lays, 
I follow virtue ; where she shines, I praise ; 
Points she to priest or elder. Whig or Tory, 
Or round a quaker's beaver cast a glory. 
I never (to my sorrow I declare) , 

Dined with the Man of Ross, or my Lord Mayor, 
^me in their choice of friends (nay look not grave) 
Have still a secret bias to a knave : 
To find an honest man I beat about, 
And love him, court him, praise him, in or out. 
. F Then why so few commended ? 

P. Not so fierce; 
Find you the virtue, and FU find the verse. 
But random praise — the task can ne*er be done : 
Each mother asks it for her booby son ; 
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Each widow askt it for dia betC «f men, 
For him she weepa* for him the wedc again. 
Phiise cannot sloop, like satire, to the gnrand : 
The number may be haog'd, bat not be crown'd. 
Enough for half the gieateat of these days. 
To escape my ceasore, not expect my praise. 
Are they not rich ? what more can they pretend ? 
Dare they to hope a poet tor their fnend ? 
"What Richlieu wanted, liouis scarce conld gain. 
And what ywing Ammon wished, but wish'din Tain. 
"No power the muse*s friendship can command ; 
N^ |M>wer, when virtue claims it, can withstand : 
To Cato, Viigil paid one honest line : 

let my countiy's friends illumine mine !•— 
What are you thinking ? F. *Faith the thought 'sno sin, 

1 think your friends are out, and would be in. 

P. If merely to come in, sir, they go out» 
The way they take is strangely round about 

F. They toe may be corrupted, you'll allow. 

P. I only call those knaves who are so now 
Is that too little ? Come then, TU comply--. 
Spirit of Amall I aid me while I lie : 
Cobbam's a coward, Polwarth is a shve. 
And Lyttleton a dark, designing knave ; 
St John has ever been a wealthy fool*— >- 
But let me add, Sir Robert's mighty dull. 
Has never made a friend in private Ufe, 
And was, besides, a tyrant to his wife. 

But pray when others praise him, do I blame ? 
Call Verres, Wolsey, any odious name ! "^ 

Why rail they then, if but a wreath of mine, 
all-accompiisbM St. John ! deck thy shrine 7 

What ! shall each spur-g]^*d hackney of the day 
When Pazton gives him double pots and pay. 
Or each new-pension*d sycophant, pretend 
To break my windows, if I treat a friend. 
Then wisely plead, to me they meant no hurt. 
But Hwas my guest at whom they threw the dirt? 
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Sore, if I epve the mioiater, no rules 
Of honour bind me, not to maal hb took ; 
Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be taid 
His aaWB are toothless, and his hatchets lead. 

It angerM Turenne, once upon a day. 
To see a footman kick'd that took his pay ; 
But when he heaid the affront the fellow gaTe, 
Kuew one a man of honour, one a knave ; 
The pmdent general turn*d it to a jest. 
And begg'd he'd take the pains to kick the rest: 
Which not i^ present having time to do — 

F. Hold, sir! for God's sake, where 's theaifipoit 
Against your worship when had S— k writ ? [to yoo Y 
Or P— ge pouFd forth the torrent of his wit ? 
Or grant the bard whose distich all commend 
[In power a servant, out of power a friend} 
To W— le guilty of some venial sin ; 
What 's that to you who ne^er was out nor in ? 

The priest whose flattery bedropt the crown. 
How hurt he you ? he only stain'd the gown. 
And how did, pray, the florid youth offend. 
Whose speech you took, and gave it to a friend ? 

P. 'Faith, it imports not much from whom it cans , 
Whoever borrow'd could not be to blame. 
Since the whole house did afterwards the same. 
Let courtly wits to wits afford sup'ply, 
As hog to hog in huts of Westphaly : 
If one, through nature's bounty or his lord's* 
Has what the frugal, dirty soil affords. 
From him the next receives it, thick or thin. 
As pure a mess almost as it came in ; 
The blessed benefit, not there confined, 
Drops to the third, who nuzzles close behind. 
From tail to mouth, they feed and they carouse, 
The last full fairly gives it to the house 

F. This filthy simile, this beastly line 

Qnite turns my stomach 

P. Sodoesflaxleiy AJbs: 
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And all your coartlj civet-eats can vent, 
Perfume to you, to me ia eicrement. 
Bat hear me fhrther— Japhet, 'tis agreed. 
Writ not, and Chaitres acaroe could write or read, 
In all the courts of Findua guiltlesa quite : 
fiat pens can forge, nqr friend, that cannot write ; 
And mnal no egg in Japhet's &oe be thrown. 
Because the deed he forged was not my own 7 
Must never patriot then declaim at gin, 
• Unleaa, good man ! he has been fiurly in ? 
No zealous pastor blame a failing spouse, 
Without a staring reaaon on his brows ? 
And each bkaphemer quite esci^M the rod, 
Beeanse the insult's not on man, but God f 

Ask you what provocation I have had? 
The strong antipathy of good to bad. 
When truth and virtoe an affifont endures, 
The affront is mkie, my friend, and ahould be yoon 
Mine, as a foe professM to fiilse pretence, 
Who think a coxcomb's honour like his sense ; 
Mine, aa a friend to every worthy mind ; 
And mine as man, who feel for all mankind. 

F. Yoa*re strangely proud. 

P. So proud, I am no alave; 
So impudent, I own myself no knave ; 
So odd, my country's ruin makes me gnve. 
Yes, I am proud : I must be proud to see 
Men not afrud of God, afraid of me : 
Safe from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne. 
Yet touch'd and ahamed by ridicule alone. 

O sacred weapon ! left for Trath'a defence, 
Sole dread of folly, vice, and insolence ! 
To all but heaven-directed hands denied. 
The muse may give thee, but the gods must guide 
Reverent I touch thee ! but with honest zeal ; 
To rouse the watchmen of the public weal. 
To virtue's work provoke the tardy hall, 
And goad the prelate slumbering in his staU. 

VoL.IL 7 
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Ye tinsel iaieets I whom a eoart nwintaiiM, 
That counts your beauties only by your stains. 
Spin all your cobwebs o'er the eye of day ! 
Tlie mute's wing shall brush you alt away: 
All his grace preaches, all his lordship sings, 
All that makes saints of queons, and gods of kings; 
AH, all but truth, drops dead-bom from the praaa, 
Like the last gasette, or the last address. 

When black ambitioii stains a public «»Qse, 
A monarch's sword when mad Tain-glory dnwis. 
Not Waller's wreath can hide a nation's scar. 
Not Boileau turn the feather to a star. 

Not so, when, diadem'd with rays dirine, 
Touch'd with the flame that breaks from ▼irtoe'f 

shrine, 
Her priestess muse forbids the good to die, 
And opes the temple of eternity. 
There, other trophies deck the truly brave, 
Than such as Anstis casts into the grave ; 
Far other stars than ♦ and ♦* wear. 
And may deseehd to Mordington from Stair; 
(Such as on Hough's unsullied mitre shine. 
Or beam, good Digby, from a heart like thine) 
Let enry how], while heaven's whole chonu 

And bark at honour not conieTr'd by kings ; 
Let flattery sickening see the incense rise, 
Sweet to the world, and gratefhl to the skies: 
Truth guards the poet, sanctifies die line. 
And makes immortal verse as mean as mine. 

Yes, the last pen for freedom let me draw, 
When truth stands trembling on the edge of law ; 
Here, last of Britons ! let your names be read : 
Are none, none living ? let me praise the dead. 
And for that cause which made your fathera shino, 
Fall by the votes of their degenerate line. 

F. Alas, alas ! pray end what you began, 
And ¥rriie next winter more Essays on Man. 
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IMITATIONS OP HORACE. 

EPISTLE yjL 
Imitated in the Manner o/Dr, Sw{ft. 

'Til tnio, my lord, I gfave my word, 
I would be with you June the third ; 
Changed it to AagOBt, and (in ehort) 
Have kept it-— as yon do at couit. 
YoQ humoar me when I am sick, 
Why not when I am eplenetic 1 
In town, what objects could I meet 7 
The shops ^at np in every street. 
And funerals blackening all the doon^ 
And yet more melancholy whores : 
And what a dust in every place ! 
And a thin court that wanti your ikee 
And feven raging up and down, 
And W* and H'*'* both in town ! 

* The dog-days are no more the cam 
*Tis true, but winter comes apace t 
Then southward let yoor bard retire, 
Hold out some mondis *twizt sun and fire. 
And you shall see, the first warm weather. 
Me and the butterflies together. 

My lord, your fkvours well I knew : 
'Tis with distinction you bestow ; 
And not to every one that comes, 
Just as a Scotsman does his plums. 
* Pray take them, sir— Enough 's a ftest : 
Eat some, and pocket up the rest' — 
What, rob your boys ? those pretty rogues: 
*No, sir, you*II bave them to the hogs.' 
Thus fools with compliments besiege ye^ 
Contriving never to oblige ye. 
Scatter yoor favours on a fop, 
In^titude *s the certain crop. 
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And *tit bat joit, Fll tell ywi wbonfon^ 

You give the things yoa never care for. 

A wise man always is orshiMitd 

Be mighty ready to do good ; 

But makes a difference in his thoagfat 

Betwixt a guinea and c groat. 

Now this ril say, you'll find in me 
A safe companion and a free; 
But if yott*d have me always neai'— 
A word, pray, in your honour^s ear: 
I hope it is your resolution 
To give me baok my constitution ! 
The sprightly wit, the lively eye, 
The engaging smile, the gaiety,. 
That IniighM down many a summer mm. 
And kept you up so oft till one I 
And all that voluntaiy vein, , 
As when Beliiida raised my strain. 

A weasel once made shift to slink 
In at a com loft through a chink ; 
But having amply stuffed his skin. 
Could not get out as he got in ; 
Which one belonging to the house 
(*Twas not a man, it was a mouse) 
Observing, cried, * You *scape not so ; 
lean as you came, sir, you must go.' 

Sir, you may spare your application, 
Fm no such beast, nor his relation ; 
Not one that temperance advance, 
CrammM to the throat with ortolaju ; 
Extremely ready to resign 
All that may make me none of mine; 
South-sea subscriptions take who pleas^ 
Leave me but liberty and ease. 
*Twas what I said to Craggs and Child, 
Who praised my modesty, and smiled. 

* Give me,' I cried (enough for me,) 

* My bread, and independency !* 
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So bought AH aaotial rent or two, 

And lived— —juBt as you see I do ; 

Near fifty, and without a wife, 

I trust that sinking fund, my life. 

Can I retrencli ? Yes, mighty well. 

Shrink back to my paternal cell, 

A little house, with trees a-row, 

And, like its master, very low. 

There died my father, no man's debtor, 

And there I'll die, nor worse nor better. 

To set this matter full before ye. 
Our old friend Swift will tell his stoiy. 

* Hariey, the nation's great support—' 
But you may read it, I stop short. 
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O cHAiiHiNQ Doons ! and nights divine ! 
Or when I sup, or when I dine, 
My friends above, my folks below, 
Chatting and laughing all a-row, 
The beans and bacon set hpfore 'em, 
The grace-cup served with all decorum : 
Each willing to be pleased, and please, 
And e'en the very dogs at ease \ 
Here no man phttes of idle things. 
How this or that Italian sings, 
A neighbour's madness, or his spouse's, 
Or what 's in either of the houses : 
But something much more our concern. 
And quite a scandal not to learn : 
Which is the happier, or the wiser, 
A man of merit, or a miser ? 
Whether we ought to choose our friends, 
For their own worth, or our own ends ? 

* See the first part in Swift's Poems 
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Whtt good, or better, we najr otU, 
And what the veiy beet of all ? 

Our friend Dtn Prior, toM (yo« kaow) 
A tale extremely 'li-propoit' 
Name a town life, and in a triee 
He had a Btory of two mice. 
Onee on a time (so nut the ftble) 
A country mouee, right hospitable, 
Received a town mouse at his boaid^ 
Just as a'fhnner might a lord. 
A frugal mouse upon the whole, 
Yet loved his friend, and had a soul, 
Knew what was handsome, and would dot, 
On just occasion, * coAte qui eodte.* 
He brought him bacon, (nothing lean ;) 
Pudding that might have pleased a dean ; 
Cheese, such as men in Suffolk makoi 
But wish'd it Stilton for his sake ; 
Yet, to his guest though no way sparing^ 
He ate himself the rind and paring. 
Our courtier scarce could touch a bit, 
But showM his breeding and his wit; 
He did his best t#eem to eat, 
And cried, * I vow you're mighty neat ; 
But, loid, my friend, this savage scene! 
For God*8 sake come, and live with men . 
Consider, mice, like men, must die, 
Both small and great, both you and I: 
Tlien spend your life in joy and spoit ; 
(This doctrine, friend, I leam'd at court*) 

The veriest hermit in the nation 
May yield, God knows, to strong temptation. 
Away they come, through thick and thin 
To a tall house near LincolnVinn : 
('Twas on the night of a debate, 
When all their lordships had sat late.) 

Behold the place, where if a poet 
Shined in description, he might show it' 
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Tell how the moon-beam trembling ikUs, 
And tips with silver all the walk ; 
Billailian walls, Venetian doora, 
Grotesco rooft, and stucco floora: 

But let it rin a word) ba said, 
Tlie BOOB was up, and men a-bed, 
The napkins white, the caipet red ; 
Tin guests with^wn had left the treat, 
And down the mice sat, * tdte k t^te.* 

Our oomtier walks from dish to dish, 
Testes for his friend of fowl and fish ; 
TbUs aU their names, hiys down the. kw : 

One ?a est boB ! Ah, goutex ^a ! 
That jelly's rich, this malmsey healings 
Pray dip your whiskeis and your tail in. 
Was oTtt- such a happy swain ? 
He stuffs, and swills, and stuffs again. 

Tm quite ashamed— 'tis mighty rude 
To eat so much— but all's so good. 
I have a thousand thanks to give^- 
My lord alone knows how to live.' 
No sooner said, but from the hall 
Rush chaplain^' butler, dogs and all : 
' A rat, a rat ! ckp to the doop—' 
The cat comes bouncing on the floor. 
O for the heart of Homer's mice. 
Or gods to save them in a trice ! 
(It was by Providence they think. 
For your damn'd stuoco has no chink.) 
^ An't please your honour,' quoth the pfta wati 
' This same desert is not so pleasant: 
Give me again my hollow tree, 
A cniat of bread, and liberty !* 
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BOOK IV.— ODE I. 

TO VENUS. 
Again? new tumaJte in my breajt? 

Ah spare me, Venui ! let me, let me n§t I 
I am not now, alas ! the man 

Aj in the gentle reign of my queen Ann*. 
Ah ! sound no more thy soft alarms, 

Nor circle sober fifty with thy ehaims ! 
Mother too fierce of dear desires ! 

Turn, turn to willing hearta your wantOB fivM : 
To number five direct your doves. 

There spread round Murray all your blooming loves 
Noble and young, who strikes the heart 

With every sprightly, every decent part ; 
Equal the injured to defend. 

To charm the mistress, or to fix the fiiend. 
He, with a hundred arts refined. 

Shall stretch thy conquests over half the kind t 
To him each rival shall submit. 

Make but his riches equal to hb wit. 
Then shall thy form the marble grace, 

(Thy Grecian form) and Chloe lend the face ; 
His house, embosomed in the grove. 

Sacred to social life and social love. 
Shall glitter o'er the pendent green, 

Where Thames reflects the visionary scene : 
Thither the silver-sounding lyres 

Shall call the smiling loves and young desires ; 
There, every grace and muse shall throng. 

Exalt the dance, or animate the song ; 
There youths and nymphs, in concert gay. 

Shall hail the rising, close the parting day 
With me, alas ! those joys are o'er ; 

For me the vernal garlands bloom no move 
Adieu [ fond hope of mutual fire, 

The still-believing, still renew'd desire: 



1 
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Adieu ! the heart-eipanding bowl, 

And all the kind deceivers of the soul ! 
But why ? ah tell me, ah too dear ! 

Steals down my cheek the involuntary tear? 
Why words so flowing, thoughts so free, 

Stop, or turn nonsense, at one glance of thee 1 
Thee, dressed in Fancy^s airy beam, 

Absent I follow through the extended dream ; 
Kow, now 1 cease, I clasp thy charms. 

And now you burst (ah cruel) from my arms ! 
And swiftly shoot along the Mall, 

Or softly glide by the canal ; 
Now shown by Cynthia's silver ray. 

And now on rolling waters snatch'd away 



ART OF ODE IX. OF BOOK IV 

A rRAGHENT. 

LsST you should think that verse shall die, 

Which sounds the silver Thames along. 
Taught o« the wings of truth to fly 

Above the reach of vulgar song ; 
Though daring Milton sits sublime, 

In Spenser native muses play ; 
Nor yet shall Waller yield to time, 

Nor pensive Cowley's moral lay- 
Sages and chiefs, long since had lurth 

Ere Caesar was, or Newton named ; 
These raised new empires o'er the earth. 

And those new heavens and systems framed. 
Vain was the chiefs, the sage's pride ! 
They had no poet, and they died ; 
In vain they schemed, in vain they bled ! 
They had no rn<«*. and are dead 
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Or Receiving from the Rigid Hon, Lady TroMttz 
Shirley f a StaruUsk and two Pens, 

Ybs, I beheld the Athenian queen 

Deicend in all her sober charnu ; 
And, ' Take,* she sa«l, and smiled serene, 

* Take at this hand celestial anna : 
Secure the radiant weapons wield ; 

This golden lance sh^ guard desert, 
And if a vice dares keep the field, 

This steel shall stab it to the heart/ 
Awed, on my bended knees I fell, 

Received the weapons of the sky, 
And dipp*d them in the sable well, 

The fount of &me or in&my.- 
What well ? what weapon ?' Flavia crieg 

' A Btandish, steel and golden pen ; 
It came iVora Bertrand's, not the skies ; 

I gave it you to write again. , 

* But, friend, take heed whom you attack ; 

YouMl bring a house,! mean of peers. 
Red, blue, and green, nay, white and black 
h***** and all about your ears. 

* You'd write as smooth again on glass. 

And run on ivory so glib, 

As not to stick at fool or ass, 

Nor stop at flattery or fib. 

* Athenian queen ! and sober charms! 

I tell yoo, fool, there 's nothing in 't : 
'Tis Venus, Venus gives these anns ; 
In Diyden's Vii^i see the print 

Come, if you *ll be a quiet soul, 

That dares tell neither truth nor lies, 
1*11 list you in the harmless roll 
Of those that sing of these poor eyes. 
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BPISnJB TO ROBERT, EARL OF OXFORD, 

AND EARL MORTIMER. 

SeiU to ike Earl of Oxford, wUh Dr, Pame2r« Poem, 

pMuikei hjf our Author, ofUr <fte wood Earfs im- 

priaonment in the Tower and Retreat into the Cma^ 

fry, in the Year 172L 

Such were the notes thy onee-loved poet sung, 
rill death untimely itoppM his tunefiil tongue. 
Oh, just beheld, and lost : admired, and mouin*d ! 
With softest mannen, gentlest arts adom'd ! 
Bless'd in each science, bless'd in every strain I 
Dear to the muse ! to Harley deai^^in vain ! 
For him, thou oft bast bid the world attend, 
Fond to forget the staieflm^ in the fiiend ; 
For Swift and him, despised the fiunce of stale, 
The sober follies of the wise and great; 
Dexterous, the craving, fawning crowd to quit, 
And pleased to escape from flattery to wit. 

Absent or dead, still let a friend be dear, 
(A sigh the absent claims, the dead a tear,) 
Becall those nights that closed thy toilsome days, 
Still hear thy Pamell in his living lays, 
Who, careless now of interest, fame, or fate, 
F^aps forgets that Oxford e*er was great ; 
Or, deeming meanest what we greatest call. 
Beholds thee glorions only in thy fall. 

And sure, if aught below the seats ditine 
Can touch immortals, *tis a soul like thine : 
A soul supreme, in each hard instance tried. 
Above all pain, and passion, and all pride, 
The rage of power, the blast of public breath. 
The lust of lucre and the dread of death. 

In vain to deserts thy retreat is made ; 
The muse attends thee to thy silent shade : 
Tis hen the braye man's latest steps to trace, 
Re-judge his acts, and dignify disgrace. 
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When interest calls off all her sneaking traiOt 
And all the obliged desert, and all the Tain ; 
She waits, or to the scaffold, or the cell, 
When the last lingering friend has bid fareweU. 
E'en now she shades thy evening walk with bsya 
(No hireling she, no prostitute to praise;) 
E'en now, observant of the parting ray. 
Eyes the calm sunset of thy various day. 
Through fortune's cloud one truly great can iee, 
Nor fears to tell that Mortioier is he. 



EPISTLE TO JAMES CRAGGS, ESa 
Secretary of State in the Year 1720. 
A SOUL as full of worth, as void of pride, 
Which nothing seeks to show, or needs to hide : 
Which nor to guilt nor fear iui caution owes, 
And boasts a warmth that fVom no passion flows 
A face untaaght to feign ; a judging eye, 
That darts severe upon a rising lie. 
And strikes a, blush through frontleas flatteiy: 
All this thou wert ; and being this before. 
Know, kings and fortune cannot make thee more 
Then scorn to gajln a friend by servile ways. 
Nor wish to lose a foe these virtues raise ; 
But candid, free, sincere as you began, 
Proceed — a minister, but still a man. 
Be not (exalted to whate'er degree) 
Ashamed of any friend, not e'en of me : 
The patriot's plain, but untrod, path purrae; 
If not, 'tis I most be ashamed of you. 



EPISTLE TO MR. JERVAS; 

With Mr. DrydtiCs Trandatum of Fresnoy*s Art 
of Painting. 

This Epistle, and the two following, were written some 
>eari» before \.\m reail, and originally printed in 1717. 
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Thw fene be thine, my friendi nor thou reflue 
Thui, from no venal or ungrateful muse. 
Whether thy hand strike out some free design, 
Where tife awakes and dawns at every line ; 
Or blend in beauteous tints the colour'd mass, 
And from the canvass call the mimic face : 
Read these instructive leaves, in which conspire 
Fresnoy's close art, and Dryden's native file : 
And reading with, like theirs our fate and fame, 
80 mix'd our studies, and so joinM our name : 
like them to shine through long succeeding age. 
So just thy skill, so regular my rage. 

Smtt with the love of sister arts we came. 
And met congenial, mingling flame with flame * 
Like friendly colours found them both unite, 
And each from each contract new strength aail 

light. 
How oft in pleasing tasks we wear the day, 
WhHe summer suns roll unpereeived away ! 
How oft our slowly-growing works impart. 
While images reflect from art to art ! 
How oft review ; each finding, like a friend, 
^mething to blame and something to commend ! 

What flattering scenes our wandering ftncy 
wrought, 
Rome's pompous glories rising to our thought ! 
Together o'er the Alps methinks we fly, 
Fired with ideas of fair Italy. 
With thee on Raphael's monument I mouni. 
Or wait inspiring dreams at Maro's urn : 
With thee repose where Tully once was laid. 
Or seek some ruin's formidable shade : 
While fency brings the vanish'd piles to view. 
And builds imaginary Rome anew. 
Here thy well-studied marbles fix our eye ; 
A. fading fresco here demands a sigh : 
Each heavenly piece unwearied we compare. 
Natch Raphael's grace with thy loved Guido's ai^ 



lOS POPE*8 POETICAL WORKS. 

Caneci*s strength, Coivegio'a soAer line* 
Paulo's free stroke, and Titian's warmth diTiie. 

How finish'd with illustrioas toil appears 
This small well-polish'd gem, the work of yeans , 
Yet still how faint by precept is expressed 
The living image in the painter's breast! 
Thence endless streams of fair ideas flow. 
Strike in the sketch, or in the picture glow ; 
Thence beauty, waking all her forms, supplies 
An angel's sweetness, or Rridgewater's eyes. 

Muse ! at that name thy sacred sorrows shed. 
Those tears eternal that embalm the dead ! 
Call round her tomb each object of desire. 
Each purer frame inform'd with purer fire : 
Bid her be all that cheers or softens life, 
The tender sister, daughter, friend, and wife : 
Bid her be all that makes mankind adore ; 
Then view this marble, and be vain no more ! 

Yet still her charms in breathing paint engage ; 
Her modest cheek shall warm a future age. 
Beauty, frail flower that every season fears. 
Blooms in thy colours for a thousand years. 
Thus Churchill's race shall other hearts suipnse^ 
And other beauties envy Worsley's eyes; 
Each pleasing Blount shall endless smiles bestow 
And sofl: Belinda's Mush for ever glow. 

Oh, lasting as those colours may they shine, 
Free as thy stroke, yet faultless as thy line ; 
New graces yearly like thy works display, 
Sofl without weakness, without glaring gay ; 
Led by some rule, that guides, but not constrsiiis 
And finish'd more through happiness than paint! 
The kindred arts shall in their praise cons]Hre, 
One dip the pencil, and one string the lyre. 
Yet should the Graces all thy figures place. 
And breathe an air divine on every face ; 
Yet should the Muses bid my numbers roll 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their soul; 
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With Zeoiis* Helen' thj Bridgewater vie, 
And these be sung till Granville's Myra die ; 
AkiB ! how little from the grave we claim ! 
Tboa but presenr'st a face, and I a name. 



EPISTLE TO MISS BLOUNT; 
WiA the WorJb of VoUure, 

In these gay thoughts the loves and graces shine 
And all the writer lives in every line : 
His easy art may happy nature seem, 
Trifles themselves are elegant in him. 
Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate, 
Who without flattery pleased the fair and great ; 
Still with esteem no less conversed than read ; 
With wit well-natured, and with books well-bred: 
His heart, his mistress and his friend did share ; 
His time, the muse, the witty, and the fair. 
Thus wisely careless, innocently gay. 
Cheerful he phiy*d the trifle, life, away ; 
Till fate, scarce felt, his gentle breath suppressed. 
As smiling infants sport themselves to rest. 
E'en rival wits did Voitnre*s death deplore. 
And the gay moumM who never mourn*d before; 
The truest hearts for Voiture heaved with sighs, 
Voiture was wept by all the brightest eyes : 
The smiles and loves had died in Yoiture's death, 
But that for ever in his lines they breathe. 

Let the strict life of graver mortals be 
A long, exact, and serious comedy ; 
In every scene some moral let it teach. 
And, if it can, at once both please and preach.' 
Let mine, an innocent gay &roe appear. 
And more diverting still than regular, 
Have humour, wit, a native ease and grace. 
Though not too strictly bound to time and place: 
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Critice in wit, or life, are hard to please ; 
Few write to those and none can live to these. 

Too mach your sex are by their forms confined. 
Severe to all, but most to womankind ; 
Custom, grown blind with age, must be your guide 
Your pleasure is a vice, but not your pride ; 
By nature yielding, stubborn but for feme; 
Made slaves by honour, and made fools by shamo. 
Marriage may all those petty tyrants chase, 
But sets up one, a greater, in their place : 
Well might you wish for change by those accursed, 
But the last tyrant ever proves the worst. 
Still in constraint your suifering sex remains, 
Or bound in formal, or in real chains : 
Whole years neglected, for some months adored* 
The fawning servant turns a haughty lord. 
Ah, quit not the free innocence of life, 
For the dull glory of a virtuous wife ; 
Nor let false shows, nor empty titles please: 
Aim not at joy, but rest content with ease. 

The gods, to curse Pamela with her prayers, 
Gave the gilt coach and dappled Flanders mares, 
The shining robes, rich jewels, beds of state, 
And, to complete her bliss, a fool for mate. 
She glares in balls, front boxes, and the ring, 
A vain, unquiet, glittering, wretched thing! 
Pride, pomp, and state, but reach her outward port ^ 
She sighs, and is no dutchess at her heart. 

But, madam, if the fates withstand, and you 
Are destined Hymen's willing victim too ; 
Trust not too much your now resistless charms, 
Those, age or sickness, soon or late, disarms : 
Good-humour only teaches charms to last. 
Still makes new conquests, and maintains the past 
Love raised on beauty will, like that, decay. 
Our hearts may bear its slender chain a day ; 
As flowery bands in wantonness are worn, 
A morning's pleasure, and at evening torn ; 
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This binds in ties more easy, yet more strong, 
The willing heart, and only holds it long. 

Thus Voitare*8* early care still shone the same, 
And Monthausicr was only changed in name ; 
By this, e*en now they live, e*en now they charm, 
liieir wit still sparkling, and their flames still warm. 

Now crownM with myrtle on the Elysian coast, 
Amid those lovers, joys his gentle ghost : 
Pleased, while with smiles his happy lines yoo 

view. 
And finds a fairer Rambouillet in you. 
The brightest eyes in France inspired his muse ; 
The brightest eyes in Britain now peruse ; 
And dead, as living, *tis our author's pride 
Still to charm those who charm the world beside. 



EPISTLE TO THE SAME, 
On her leaving the Toam after iha Coronation, 1715 

As some fond virgin, whom her mother*8 care 
Drags from the town to wholesome country air, 
Just when she learns to roll a melting eye, 
And hear a spark, yet think no danger nigh ; 
From the dear man unwilling she must sever. 
Yet takes one kiss before she parts for ever ; 
Thus fVom the world fair Zephalinda flew. 
Saw others happy, and with sighs withdrew ; 
Not that their pleasures caused her discontent, 
She sigh*d, not that they stay'd but that she went. 
She went to plain-work, an<* to purling brooks, 
Old-fashion'd halls, dull aunts, and croaking rooks : 
She went from opera, park, assembly, play. 
To mormng walks, and prayers three hours a-day ; 
To part her time *twixt reading and bohea, 
To muse, and spill her solitary tea ; 

* Mademoiselle Paulet. 
VojL. a 8 
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Or o*er co)d coffee trifle with the spoon, 

Count the slow clock, and dine exact at noon ; 

Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire, 

Ham half a tune, tell stories to the *squire ; 

Up to her god^ garret after seven, 

l^ere sUrve and pray, for that *8 the way to heavei 

Some 'squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack ; 
Whose game is whist, whose treat a toast in sack : 
Who visits with a gun, presents you birds. 
Then gives a smacking buss, and cries,—* No words ! 
Or with his hounds comes hallooing from the stable^ 
Hakes love with nods, and knees beneath a table ; 
Whose laughs are hearty, though his jests are 

coarse. 
And loves you best of all things— but his hone. 

In some fair evening, on your elbow laid, 
You dream of triumphs in the rural shade ; 
In pensive thought recall the fancied scene, 
See coronations rise on every green ; 
Before you pass the imaginary sights 
Of lords, and earls, and dukes, and gartered knights, 
While the spread &n o'ershades your clonng eyes; 
Then give one flirt, and all the vision flies. 
Thus vanish sceptres, coronets, and balls. 
And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls! 

80 when your slave, at some dear idle time, 
Nqt i^gued with headaches, or the want of rhym^ 
Stands in the streets, abstracted from the crew, 
And while he seems to study, thinks of you ; 
Just when his fancy paints your sprightly eyes, 
Or sees the blush of soft I^nhenia rise. 
Gay pats my shoulder, .^nd you vanish quite, 
Streeu, chairs, and coxcombs, rush upon my sight , 
Vex*d to be still in town I knit my brow. 
Look four, and hum a tune, as you may now. 
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THE BASSET-TABLE, 
AN ECLOGUE. 

CARDELIA. SMILINDA. 

OAKDSI.IA. 

Ths bosMl^ble spretd, tbe taOier eomB ; 
Why gtajrs Smilinda in the dresaiog-room ? 
Biatf pensive nymph ; the tiUier wuti for yon. 

SMILINDA. 

Ah, madam, since my Sharper is untrue, 
joyless make my once adored alphiew. 
I saw htm stand behind OmbreIia*s cliair. 
And whisper with that soft deluding air. 
And those feign'd sighs which cheat the list'auigfair 

CARDtLIA. 

Is this the cause of your romantic strain*? 
A mightier grief my heavy heart sustains. 
As you by love, so I by fortune crossM ; 
One, one bad deal, three septlevas have lost. 

SMILINDA 

Is that the grief which you compare with mine ? 
With ease the smiles of fortune I resign : 
Would all my gold in one bad deal were gone, 
Were lovely Sharper mine, and mine alone. 

CARDELIA. 

A lover lost, is but a common care ; 
And prudent nymphs against that change prepare : 
The knave of clubs thrice lost ; oh ! who could guess 
This fatal stroke, this unforeseen distress 7 

SMILINDA. 

See Betty Lovet ! very a-propos, 
She all the cares of love and play does know: 
Dear Betty shall the important point decide; 
Betty who oft the pain of each has tried : 



1C8 rOPETS POETICAL WORKS. 

Impartial, she ahiU aaj who Boffera moat. 
By caids, ill-usage, or by lovers lost. 

LOVKT. 

Tell, tell yoitr griefs ; attentive will I stay. 
Though time is precious, and I want some tea 

CAROSLIA. 

Behold this equipage, by Mathers wrought, 
With fifty guineas (a great penn'woith) boughL 
See, on the tooth-pick Mars and Cupid strive; 
And both the struggling figures seem alive. 
Upon the bottom shines the queen's bright face : 
A myrtle foliage round the thimble-case. 
Jove, Jove himself does on the scissars shine ; 
The metal, and the workmanship, divine ! 

BMILINDA. 

This 8Dufif-box ; once the pledge of Sharper's love 
When rival beauties for the present strove ; 
At Corti^elli's he the raffle won ; 
Then first his passion was in public shown . 
Hazardia blush'd, and tum'd her head aside, 
A rival's envy (all in vain) to hide. 
This snuff-box,— on the hinge see brilliants shine ! 
This snufi'-box will I stake ; the prize ia mine. 

CARDELIA. 

Alas ! far lesser losses than I bear, 
Have made a soldier sigh, a lover swear. 
And, oh ! what makes the disappointment hard, 
Twaa my own lord that drew the fatal card. 
In complaisance I took the queen he gave ; 
Though my own secret wish was for the knave 
The knave won sonica, which I had chose 
And the next puil, my septleva I lose. ' 

SMI LINDA. 

But, ah ! what aggravates the killing smart. 
The cruel thought, that stabs me to the heart { 
This cursed Ombrelia, this undoing fair, 
By whose vile arts this heavy grief I bear; 
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She, at whoie name I shed theae apitefol lean, 
She owes to me the yery charms she wean. 
An awkward thing when fint she came to town ; 
Her shape unfaehion'd, and her hce unknown : 
She was my friend ; I taught her first to spread 
Upon her sallow cheeks enliveniBg red : 
I introduced her to the paik and plajrs ; 
And by my interest, Cotens made her stays. 
Ungrsilefiil wreteh, with mimic airs grown pert. 
She dares to steal my favourite loTor's heart ! 

OARDKLIA. 

Wretch that I was ! how often have I swore, 
When Winnall tallied, 1 would punt no more ! 
I know the bite, yet to my ruin run ; 
And see the fcAly, which I cannot shun. 

8MILINDA. 

How many maids have Sharper's tows deeetred 
How many cursed the moment they believed ! 
Yet his known &lsehoods could no warning prove ■ 
Ah ! what is warniuK to a maid in love 7 

OAEDKLIA. 

But of what marble must that breast be ibrm'd, 
To gaze on Basset, and remain unwarm'd 7 
When kings, queens, knaves, are set in decent tank , 
Exposed in glorious heaps the tempting bank. 
Guineas, half-guineas, all the shining train ; 
The winner's pleasure, and the loser's pain : 
In bright confusion open rouleaus lie, 
They strike the soul, and glitter in the eye. 
Fired by the sight, all reason I disdain ; 
My passions rise, and will not bear the rein. 
Look upon Basset, you who reason boast ; 
And see if reason must not there be lost. 

8MILINDA. 

What more than marble must that heart compoM, 
Can hearken coldly to my Sharper's vows 7 
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Then, when h% tremUM ! when hit bturiMs ft^ 
When awfbl love seemi melting; in hit eyes ! 
With eifer beatB his M eehlin cravat mores i 
He lovotr-I whiiper to myself, * He tovee f 
Sttch uafeign'd paMion in his looks appeals, 
I lose all memoiy of my fonner ftian ; 
My panting heait oonfissses all his chamis, 
I yield at once, and sink into his arms. 
Think of that moment, yoa who prudsnee beiit ^ 
For such a moment, pnidenee well were lost. 

CAKDKLIA. 

At the 6room-poiter*B batter*d bullies play, 
Some dukes at Marybone bowl time away. 
But who the bowl, or rattling dice compares 
To Basset's heavenly joys, and pleasing cares 7 

SMILINDA. 

Soft Simplicetta dotes upon a bean; 
Prudina hkes a man, and laughs at show. 
Their several graces in my Sharper meet ; 
Strong as the footman, as the master sweet. 

LOVET. 

Cease your contention, which has been too long ; 
I grow impatient, and the tea 's too strong. 
Attend, and yield to what I now decide ; 
The equipage shall grace 8milUida*s side : 
The snuffbox to Cardelia I decree ; 
Now leave complaining, and begin your tea. 



VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU. 

Unjovr, dit un avleur, <^. 
Once (says an author, where I need not say) 
Two travellers found an oyster in their way ; 
Both fierce, both hungry, the dispute grew strong 
While, scale in hand, dame Justice passM along. 
Before her each with clamour pleads the laws ; 
Ciplain'd the matter, and would win the cause. 
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Dame Justice wreighing long the doablfnl rig^ 
Takes, opem, Bwalb>w» it, before that nght. 
The cause of strife mnoved so raiely well, 
* There, take/ says Justice, ' take you each a slieU 
We thrive at Westnunster on fools like you : 
•Twas a fat oyster—live in peace— Adieu.* 



ANSWER TO TH£ FOLLOWING QU£8. 
TION OF MRS. HOWE. 
•What is prudery ?*--Tl8 a beldam. 
Seen with wit and beauty seMom. 
Tis a fear that starts at shadows : 
Tis (no, 'tis n*t) like miss Meadows; 
Tis a virgin hard of feature. 
Old, and void of all good-nature; 
Lean and fretful ; would seem wise ; 
Yet plays the fool before she dies. 
'Tis an ugly, envious shrew, 
That rails at dear L^iell and you. 



Occasioned by seme Venesnf 

HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 

Muss, 'tis Miough : at length thy labour ends, 
And thou shalt live, for Buckingham commends. 
Let crowds of critics now my verse assail. 
Let Dennis write, and nameless numbers rail : 
This more than pays whole years of thaihkless pain. 
Time, health, and fcwtone, are not lost in vain. 
Sheffield approves, consenting Phcebus b^ids. 
And I and malice from thi» hour are frienda. 
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PROLOGUE BY MR. POPE, 
To a Play for Mr. Dennises Benefit, in 1733, tohen he. 

was oldj hUnd, and in great distress, a HuXe before 

his Death, 

As when the hero, who in each campaign 
Had braved the Goth, and many a Vandal slain, 
Lay fortune-strack, a spectacle of woe ! 
Wept by each friend, forgiven by every foe : 
Was there a geaerons, a reflecting mind. ' 

But pitied Belisarius old and blind ? 
Was there a chief but melted at the sight ? 
A common soldier, but who clubb'd bis mite X 
Such, such emotions should in Britons rise. 
When pressed by want and weakness Dennis lies. 
Dennis, who long had warr*d with modern Huns, 
Their quibbles routed, and defied tlieir puns ; 
A desperate bulwark, sturdy, firm, and fierce, 
Against the Gothic sons of frozen verse : 
How changed from him who made the boxes proan 
And shook the stage with thunder all his own ! 
Stood up to dash each vain pretender's hope, 
Maul the French tyrant, or pull down the pope ! 
If there's a Briton then, true bred and bom, 
Who holds dragoons and wooden shoes in scorn ; 
If there's a critic of distinguished rage ; 
If there's a senior, who contemns this age ; 
Let him to night his just assistance lend. 
And be the critic's, Briton's, old man's friend. 



PROLOGUE TO SOPHONISBA- 
By Pope and Mallet* 
When earning, after the long Gothic night, 
Fair, o'er the western world renew'd its light, 

* I have been told by Savage, thai of the Prologue lo 
Bo|}hi;iu.sba,the lirst part was wriLlen by Pope, who could 
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With arts arising, Sophonisba rose : 
The tragic muse, returning, wept her woes. 
With her the Italian scene first learned to glow ; 
And the first tears for her were taught to flow. 
Her charms the Gallic muses next inspired : 
Corneille himself saw, wonder'd, and was fired. 

What foreign theatres with pride have showoi 
Britain, by juster title, makes her own. 
When freedom is the cause, 'tis hers to fi|^t; 
And hers, when freedom Is the theme, to writes 
For this a British author bids again 
The heroine rise, to grace the British scene. 
Here, as in life, she breathes her genoine flame $ 
She asks what bosom has not felt the same 7 
Ask of the British youth— Is silence there? 
She dares to ask it of the British fair. 

To night our home-span author would be true. 
At once to nature, history, and you. 
Well-pleased to give our neighbours due applause^ 
He owns their learning, but disdains their laws. 
Not to his patient touch, or happy flame, 
*Tis to his British heart he trusU for fame. 
If France eicel him in one free-bom thought. 
The man, as well as poet, is in fault 

Nature ! informer of the poet's art, 
Whose force alone can raise or melt the heai^ 
Thou art his guide; each passion, every line, 
Whate'er he draws to please, must all be thine. 
Be thou his judge : in every candid breast. 
Thy silent whisper is the sacred test. 



MACER:— A CHARACTER 

When simple Maoer, now of high renown. 
Fust sought a poet's fortune in the town, 

not be persuaded to finisb it ; and that tlie concliidinf 
anes were written by Mallet —/Jr. Johnaw. 
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Twu all the amhition his high soul eoald feel. 
To wear red stockings, and to dine with Steele. 
Some ends of veree his betters might afford ; 
And gave the harmless fellow a good word. 
Set up with these, he ventured on the town, 
And with a borrowed play outdid poor Crown. 
There he stopp*d short, nor since has writ a tittle. 
But has the wit to make the most of little: 
Like stunted hide-bound trees, that just have got 
Sufficient sap at once to bear and rot. 
Now he begs verse, and what he gets commends, 
Not of the wits his foes, but fools his friends. 

So some coarse countrjr-wench, almost decay'di^ 
Trudges to town, and first turns chambermaid ; 
Awkward and supple, each devoir to pay. 
She flatters her good lady twice a-day ; 
Thought wondrous honest, though of mean degree^ 
And strangely hked for her simplicity : 
In a translated suit, then tries the town. 
With borrowM pins, and patches not her own ; 
But just endured the winter she began. 
And in four months a batter*d harridan. 
Now nothing left, but witherM, pale, and shrank, 
To bawd for others, and go shares with punk. 



TO MR. JOHN MOORE, 

AvOuoT of the cdebraied Worm-PonDder 
How much, egregious Moore, are we 

Deceived by shows and forms ! 
Whate*er we think, whate'er we see, 

All human kind are worms. 
Man is a very worm by birth. 

Vile, reptile, weak, and vain ! 
A while be crawls upon the earth. 

Then shrinks to earth again 
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That woman is a worm, we find 

E*er since our grandame's evil; 
She first conversed with her own kind, 

That ancient worm, the deviL 

The leam*d themselves we book-wonni namt ; 

The blockhead is a slow-worm ; 
The nymph whose tail is all on flame, 

Is aptly termed a glow-worm. 
The fops are painted batterflies, 

That flatter for a day ; 
First from a worm they take their riae, 

And in a wonn decay. , 
The flatterer an earwig grows ; 

Thus worms suit all conditions : 
Misers are muck-worms, silk-worms beaui, 

And death-watches phyiictans. 
That statesmen have the worm, is seen 

By all their winding play ; 
Their conscience is a worm within. 

That gnaws them night and day. 
Ah, Moore ! thy skill were well employ'd. 

And greater gain would rise. 
If thou couldst make the courtier void 

The worm that never dies. 
O learned friend of Abchurch-lane, 

Who setst our entrails free ; 
Vain is thy art, thy powder vain. 

Since worms shall eat e*en thee. 
Our fiite thou only canst adjourn 

Some few short years, no more ! 
E*en Button's witk to worms shall tomt 

Who maggots were before. 
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gONG FY A PERSON OF QUALTTr. 

Written in the Year 1733. 
FLVTTniHO fprattd tby porpb pimoaB, 

Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart ; 
I a slaye in thy dominions; 

Natme must give way to art. 
Mild ArcadianSi ever blooming, 

Nightly nodding o*er your floeks» 
See my weary days consuming. 

All beneath yoo flowery rocks. 
Thns the Cyprian goddess weeping, 

Moanu'd Adonis, darling youth; 
Him the boar, in silence creeping, 

Gorod with unrelenting tooth. 
Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers; 

Fair discretion, string the lyre ; 
Soothe my ever-waking slamben : 

Bright Apollo, lend tby choir. 

Gloomy Fluto, king of terrors, 

Arm'd in adamantine chains, 
Lead me to the crystal mirrors. 

Watering soft Elysian plains. 

Mournful cypress, verdant wiHow, 

Gilding my Aurelia's brows, 
Morpheus hovering o'er my pillow, 

Hear me pay my dying vows. 

Melancholy smooth Meander, 

Swiftly purling in a round. 
On thy margin lovers wander, 

Widi thy flowery chaplets erown'd. 
Thus when Philomela drooping, 

Softly seeks her silent mate. 
See the bird of Juno stooping' 

Melody lesigM to fate. 
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ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT. 

I KNOW the thing that 's moct ancommon ; 

(Eavy, be eilent and attend !) 
I know a reasonable woman, ^ 

Handsome and witty, yet a friend. 

Not warp'd by passion, awed by ramouTi 

Not grave through pride, nor gay through folly : 
An equal mixture of good-humour, 

And sensible soft melancholy. 
* Has she no faults, then,' Envy says, *tir7* 

Yes, she has one, I must aver: 
When all the world conspires to praise (ler. 

The woman *8 dea^ and does not hear. 



ON HIS GROTTO AT TWICKENHAM, 

Composed of MarUCf Spars, Ctems, Ores, and 

Minerals » 

Taov who shaltdrop,where Thames translucent ware 
Shines a broad mirror through the shadowy cave ; 
Where lingering drops from mineral roofs distil, 
And pointed crystals break the sparkling rill, 
Unpolish'd gems no ray on pride bestow, 
And latent metals innocently glow : 
Approach. Great Nature studiously behold ! 
And eye the mine, without a wish for gold. 
Approach ; but awful ! lo ! the iEgerian grot, 
Where, nobly pensive, St. John sat and thought ; 
Where British sighs from dying Wyndham stole, 
And the bright flame was shot through Marchmont*i 
I^t such, such only, tread this sacred 6oor, [soul 
Who dare to love their country, and the poor. 
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TO MRS. M. B. ON HER BIRTH-DAY. 

Oh, be thou hlera'd with aJl that Heaven oaa send. 
Long health, long youth, long plea«ue» and a Aiend 
Not with thoae toys the female world admira^ 
Riches that vex, and vanities that tire. 
With added years, if life bring nothing now. 
But like a sieve let every blessing through. 
Some joy still lost, as each vain year runs o'er, 
Ajid all we gam, some sad reflection more ; 
Is that a birth day ? *tis, alas ! too clear, 
'Tis but the funeral of the former year. 

Let joy or ease, let affluence .or content. 
And the gay conacienee of a life well qfient» 
Calm eveiy thought, inspirit every nace. 
Glow in thy heart, and smile upon thy f^ce. 
Let day improve on day, and year on year. 
Without a pain, a trouble, or a fear ; 
Till deadi unfekthat tender frame destroy. 
In some soft dream, or ecstacy of joy. 
Peaceful sleep out the sabbath of the tomb^ 
And wake to raptures in a life to come. 

TO MR. THOMAS SOUTHERN, 
On his Birth-day^ 1742. 
RxsiGN*D to live, prepared to die, 
With not one sin but poetry. 
This day Tom*s fair account has run 
(Without a blot) to eighty-one. 
Sand Boyle, before his poet, lays 
A taUe, with a cloth of bays ; 
And Ireland, mother of sweet singers. 
Presents her harp still to his fingers. 
The feast, his towering genius marks 
In yonder wild-goose and the larks ! 
The mushrooms show his wit was sudden ! 
And for his judgment, lo ! a pudden ! 
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Roast beief, though old, prooltimfl him stout, 
And grace, although a bard, devout. 
May Tom, whom heaTen sent down to nuae 
The price of prologues and of plays, 
Be every biitb'4ay more a winner. 
Digest his thirty thousandth dinner ; 
Walk to his grave without reproach. 
And scorn a rascal and a coach. 



TO LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGUE.^ 

In beauty or wit. 

No mortal as yet. 
To question your empire has dared ; 

But men of discerning 

Have thought that in learning. 
To yield to a lady was hard. 

Impertinent schools, 

With musty dull rules, 
Have reading to females denied : 

So papists refuse 

The Bible to use. 
Lest flocks should be wise as their guide. 

*Twas a woman at first 

(Indeed she was cursed) 
In knowledge that tasted delight. 

And sages ^gree 

That laws should decree 
To the first of possessors the right. 

♦ This panegyric on Lady Mary Wortley Montagua 
might have been suppressed by Mr. Pope, on account of 
her having satirized him in her verses to the imitator of 
Horace ; which abuse be returned in the first satire of 
the second book of Horace. 

IVom Airious Sappho, scarce a milder fbte, 
P— *d by her love, or libeird by hsr hate. 
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Then bravely, fitir dame, 
Retaioe the old ckni, 

Which to yoar whole lez does belong ; 
And let BDon leceiTe, 
From a aecond bright Eve, 

The knowledge of right and of wrong. 
But if the first Eve, 
Hard doom did receive. 

When only one apple had she, 
What a panishment new 
Shall be fopnd out ibr yon. 

Who tasting, have robb'd the whole tree ! 



EPISTLE IV, OF BOOK I, OF HORACE'S 
EPISTLES* 
A modi/em Imilation. * 

8AT,t St. John, who alone peruse 
With candid eye, the mimic muse, 
What schemes of politics, or laws, 
In Gallic lands the patriot draws ! 
Is then a greater work in hand. 
Than all the tomes of Haines^s band ? 
* Or shoots he folly as it flies ? 
Or catches manners as they rise?'t 
Or, urged by unquench'd native heat, 
^Does St. John Gieenwich sports repeat? 

* This satire on Lord Bolinffbrqke, and the praise It^ 
stowed on him in a letter to Mr. Richardson, where Mr. 
Pope says, 

The sons shall blush their fhtbers were his fbes : 
being so contradictory, probably occasioned the forma 
to be suppressed. S. 
t Ad Albium TibuHum. 

AIbi, nostrorum sermonum, candide Judex, 
duid nunc te dicam facere in regione Pedana? 
Scribere, quod Cassi Parmensis opuscule vineaU 
X The lines here quoted occur in the Essay on Mm. 
§ An taciturn silvas inter reptare salubns? 
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Where (emulous of Chartres' fame) 
E*en Chartres* self is scarce a name. 

*To you (the all- envied gift of heaTen) 
The indulgent gods, unask'd, have given 
A form complete in every part, 
And, to enjoy that gift, the art. 
t What could a tender mother's care 
Wish better to her favourite heir, 
Than wit, and fame, and lucky hours, 
A stock of health, and golden showers. 
And graceful fluency of speech, 
Precepts before unknown to teach ? 
I Amidst thy various ebbs of fear, 
And gleaming hope, and black despair ; 
Yet let thy friend this truth impart ; 
^ truth I tell with bleeding heart 
(In justice for your labours past,) 
iThat every day shall be your last ; 
That every hour you life renew 
Ii to your injured country due. 

In spites of tears, of mercy spite. 
My genius still must rail, and write. 
Haste to thy Twickenham's safe retreat. 
And mingle with the grumbling great: 
There, half devoured by spleen, you Ml find 
The rhyming bubbler of mankind ; 
There (objects of our mutual hate) 
We '11 ridicule both church and state. 



* Di trbi formam 

Di tibi divitias dederunt, artemque frucndi. 

f duid voveat dulci nutricula majus alumno, 
Qui sapere, et fori possit que sentiat, et cui 
Gratia, foma, valetudo contingat abunde, 
non deficientecrumena? 

\ Inter spem curamqne, tiraores inter et iras. 
Omnem crede dfem tibi diluxisse supremum. 
Me pinguem et nitMum bene curatd cute vises. 
Cum riderc volon Epicuri de grege porcuro. 
Vol. II. 9 
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EPH3RAM ON MRS. TOFTS, 
A lumd9Gane Woman with a fine VoicCthui very 
caoetcus and proud,* 
So bright is thy beauty, eo charming thy soof , 
Ai had drawn both the beasts and their Orpheoa alonf 
But such is thy avarice and such is thy prid«^ ' 
That the beasts must have starved, and the poet 
have died. 

EPIGRAM, 
^ On one tciho made long EpiUqiihs.f 
Fkiend, for your epitaphs Vm grieved; 

Where still so much is said, 
One half will never be believed. 

The other never read. 



TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 
On his pamting forme the Statues. of Apollo^ 
Venus^ and Hercules. 
What god, what genius, did the pencil move 

When Kneller painted these ? 
*Twaa FViendship— warm as Phoobus, kind as Love, 
And strong as Hercules. 

* This epigram, first printed anoaymouely in Steele's 
Collection, and copied in the Miscellanies of Swift and 
Pope, is ascribed to Pope by sir John Hawkins, in his 
History of Music— Mrs. Tofts, who was the daughter of 
a person in tlie family of Bishop Burnet, is celebrated 
as a singer little inferior, either for her voice or manner 
to the best Italian women. She lived at the introduc- 
tion of the opera into this kingdom, and sung[ in compa- 
ny with Nicolini ; but, being ignorant of Italian, chant- 
ed her recitative in English, in answer to his Italian; 
yet the charms of their voices overcame the absurdity. 

t It U not generally known that the person hers 
meant was Dr. Robert Friend, head master of West 
minster-school. 
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A FAREWELL TO LONDON. 

In ike Year 1715. 

Dear, d&miiM distracting towo, farewell! 

Thy foolfl no more I '11 tease : 
This year in peace, ye critics, dwell, 

Ye harlots, sleep at ease. 

Soft B*** and rough C*****, adieu ! 

Earl Warwick make your moan. 
The lively IP****k and you 

May knock up whoies alone. 

To drink and droll be Rowe allowed 
Till the third watchman toll ; 

Let Jerris gratis paint, and Frowde 
Save three^pence and his souL 

Farewell Arbuthnot's raillery 

On every learned sot, 
And Garth, the beet good christian he. 

Although he knows it not. 
Lintot, farewell; thy bard must go! 

Farewell, unhappy Tonson! 
Heaven gives thee, for thy loss of Rowe, 

Lean Philips, anid fat Johnson. 
Why should I stay ? Both parties ragei 

My vixen mistress squalls ; 
The wits in envious feuds engage ; 

And Homer (damn him !) calls. 
The love of arts lies cold and dead 

In Halifax's urn; 
And not one Muse of all he fed. 

Has yet the grace to mourn. 

My friends, by turns, my friends confound. 

Betray, and are betray*d : 
Poor Y***r'8 sold for fifty pound. 

And B******ll is a jade. 
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Why make I friendships with the greati 

When I no favour seek ? 
Or foUow girls seven hours in eight 7— 

I need but once a week. 
Still idle, with a busy air, 

Deep whimsies to contrive ; 
The gayest valetudinaire, 

Most thinking rake alive. 
Solicitous for others* ends, 

Though fond of dear repose; 
Careless or drowsy with my friends, 

And frolic with my foes, 
liozurious lobeter-nights, farewell, 

For sober, studious days ! 
And Burlington's delicious meal, 

For salads, tarts, and pease ! 
Adieu to all but Gay alone, 
• Whose soul sincere and fi«e, 
Loves all mankind, bat flatten none, 

And so may starve with me. 



A IMALOGUE. 

Pope. SiNCK my old friend is grown so great 
As to be minister of state, 
Pm told (but 'tis not true I hope) 
That Crag^ will be ashamed of Pope. 

Craggs. Alas ! if I am such a creature, 

To grow the worse for growing greater. 
Why, faith, in spite of all my brags, 
*Tis Pope must be ashamed of Cragga. 
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EPIGRAM, 

'Engraved on the CoUar of a Dog^ to&uA I gave to hit 
Royal IHghnesg. 
I AM his Highness' dog at Kew ; 
Pray tell me, sir, whose dog are yoa ? 



EPIGRAM, 

Occasioned by an Invitation to CourL 

In the lines that you sent are the muses and graces : 

You've the nine in your wit, and the three in you: 

faces. 

ON AN OLD GATE 
Erected in Chitwick Oardene. 
O OATS, how earnest thou here ? 
Gate. I was brought from Chelsea last year, 
Batter'd with wind and weather ; 
Inigo Jones put me together ; 
Sir Hans Sloane 
Let me alone : 
Burlbgtoa brought me hither. 
174S. 

A FRAGMENT. 

What are the falling rills, the pendent shades, 
The momiog bowers, the evening colonnadesi 
But soft recesses for the uneasy mind 
To sigh unheard in, to the passing wind ! 
So the struck deer, in some sequestered pait, 
lies down to die (the arrow in his heart;) 
There hid in shades, and wasting day by day. 
Inly he bleeds, and pants his soul away. 
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VERSES LEFT BY MR. POPE, 

On his lying m the mme Bed whidt WCmct the cd» 
brated Earl of Rochester slept in, at Adderbury, 
then hdonging to the Duke of ArgyU, July 9tk. 
1739. 

With no poetic ardour fired 
I pressed the bed where Wilmot lay ; 

That here he loved, or here expired, 
Begeta no nambers grave or gay. 

But in thy roof, Aigyle, are bred 
Such thoughts as prompt the brave to lie,* 

Stretch*d out in honour's noble bed. 
Beneath a nobler roo^— the sky. 

Such flames as high in patriots bum. 
Yet stoop to bless a child or wife ; 

And such as wicked kings may mourn, 
When freedom is more dear than life 



VERSES TO MR. C. 

St. Jame»*8 Place, London, October 22. 
Few words are best; I wish you well ; 

Bethel, Fm told, will soon be here : 
Some morning-walks along the Mall, 

And evening friends, will end the year. 
If^ in this interval, between 

The falling leaf and coming frost, 
You please to see, on Twit'nam green. 

Your friend, your poet, and your host ; 

For three whole days you here may rest, 
From office, business, news, and strife 

And (what most folks would think a jest 
Want nothing else, except your wife. 



(127) 

EPITAPHS. 

Hit Mllem •ocumalem donis, et funf ar iaani 
Monerel Viio 

ON CHARLES EARL OF DORSET, 
In the Church of Withyam, in Suuex, 
DoRSBT, the grace of courts, the Muses' pride. 
Patron of arts, and judge of nature, died. 
The scoorfe of pride, though sanctified or great, 
Of fa|w in learning, and of knaTOs in sUte: 
Yet soft his nature, though soTere his lay ; 
His anger moial, and his wisdom gay. 
Bless'd satirist ! who touched the mean so tme, 
As show'd vice had his hate and pity too. 
6less*d courtier! who could king and countiy pleaa^ 
Yet sacred keep his friendships, and his ease. 
Bless'd peer ! his great forefathers* every grace 
Reflecting, and reflected in his race ; 
Where other Buckhursts, other Dorsets shine, 
And patrons still, or poets, deck the line. 

ON SIR WU.UAM TRUMBALL, 

One of the principal Secretaries of State to King 
WUUam the Thirds who, having resigned hie place, 
died in hie Retirement at Eakhanutead, in Berk' 
shire, 1716. 

A PLEA8INO form ; a firm, yet cautious mind ; 
Sincere, though prudent ; constant, yet resignM; 
Honoor unchanged, a principle professM, 
Fix'd to one side, but moderate to the rest : 
An honest courtier, yet a patriot too ; 
Just to his prince, and to his country true : 
Fiird with the sense of age, the fire of youth, 
A. scorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth: 
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A generous faith, from Buperstition free ; 

A love to peace, and hate of tyranny : 

Sach this man was ; who now from earth removedt 

At lei^b eiyoya that liberty he loved. 



ON THE HON. SIMON HARCOURT, 

Ordy Son qf the Lord Chancellor Harcourt, ai Iht 
Church of Stanton-Harcourtfin Oxfordshire, 1720 

To this sad shrine, whoe'er thoa art^ dnw near ; 
Here lies the friend most loved, the son most dear; 
Who ne*er knew joy bat friendship might divide, 
Or gave his father grief but when he died. 

How vain is reason, eloquence how weak ! 
If Pope iziist tell what Haroonit cannot speak. 
Oh let thy once-loved friend inscribe thy alone, 
And with a father's sorrows mix his own ! 



ON JAMES CRAGGS, ESQ. 

In Westmhuter Abbey. 

JACOBUS CRAGeS, 

EE6I MAGNiE BRITANNIiE A SECRETIS, 

ET CONSILIIS SANCTIOEIBUS. 

PEINCIPIS PAEITER AC POPUU AMOR El 

DELilCLiB 

VIXIT, TITULIS ET INVIDIA MAJOR, 

ANNOS, HBU PAUCOS, XXXV. 

OB. FEB. XVI. MDCCXX. 

Statesman, yet friend to truth! of soul sincere, 
In action faithful, and in honour clear ! 
Who broke no promise, served no private end, 
Who gain'd no title, and who lost no friend ; 
Ennobled by himself, by all approved. 
Praised, wept, and hononr'd, by the muse he loved 
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INTENDED FOR MR. ROWE, 
In Westmifuter Abbey. 
Thy reliqaM, Rowe, to thia fair arn w« trnat. 
And, sacred, place by Pryden^s awful dutt : 
Beneath a rude and nameless stone he lies, 
To which thy tomb shall guide inquiring eyes. 
Peace to thy gentle shade, and endless rest! 
Bleas*d in thy genius, in thy love too bless*d ! 
One grateful woman to thy fame supplies 
What a whole thankless land to his denies. 



ON MRS. CORBET, 

Who died of a Cancer in her Breast, 
Herk rests a woman, good without pretence, 
BlessM with plain reason, and with sober sense; 
No conquest she, but o*er herself, desired, 
No arts essay'd, but not to be admired. 
Passion and pride were to her soul unknown, 
Conmoed that virtue only is our own. 
So unaffected, so composed a mind ; 
So firm, yet soft ; so strong, yet so refined ; 
Heaven, as its purart gold, by tortures tried. 
The saint sastain'd it, but the woman died. 



ON THE MONUMENT OF THE 
HONOURABLE ROBERT DIGBY, 
AND OF HIS SISTER MARY. 
^netei hg tkar Father, ike Lord Dighy, in the Chtrdi 
of Shethomey in Dorsetshire, 1727. 
Go ! fair example of untainted youth, 
Of modest wisdom, and pacific truth ; 
Composed in sufferings, and in joy sedate. 
Good without noise, without pretension great: 
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JiMt of thy word, in every thought flincere, 

Who knew no wish but what the world might hear: 

Of softest manners, unaffected mind, 

Lover of peace, and friend of human*kind ; 

Go, live ! for heaven's eternal year is thine^ 

Go, and exalt thy moral to divine ! 

And thou, bless'd maid! attendant on his dooB, 
Pensive hast follow*d to the silent tomb, 
Steer'd the same course to the same quiet shore, 
Not parted long, and now to part no mora ! 
Go then, where only bliss sincere ia known! 
Go, where to love and to ei\joy are one ! 

Yet, take these tears, mortality's relief 
And till we share your joys, foigive our grief 
These little rites, a stone, a verse, receive; 
*TiB all a father, all a friend, can give ! 



ON SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 
In Westminster Abbeif, 1728. 

KmELLER, by Heaven, and not a master, taught. 
Whose art was nature, and whose pictures thoiq|ht ; 
Now for two ages having snatch'd from fkte 
Whate*er was beauteous, or whatever was great, 
Lies crownM with princes* honours, poets* lays, 
Due to his merit, and brave thirst of praise. 

Living, great nature fear'd he might outvie 
Her works ; and, dying, fears herself may die. 



ON GENERAL HENRY WITHERS, 
In Westminster Abbey, 1729. 
Here, Withers, rest ! thou bravest, gentlest mind. 
Thy country's friend, but more of human-kind. 
O born to arms ! O worth in youth approved ! 
O soft humanity, in age beloved ! 
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For thee the hardy veteran drops a tear, 
And the gay courtier fteb the ligb sincere. 

Withers, adieu ! yet not with thee remove 
Thj martial spirit, or thy social love ! 
Amidst corruption, luxury, and rage, 
Still leave some ancient virtues to our age : 
Nor let ns say (those English glories gone) 
The last true Briton lies beneath this stone. 



ON MR. ELUAH FENTON, 
At Eatthanuteady in Berks, 1730. 
This modest stone, what few vain marbles can. 
May traly say, * Here lies an honest man :' 
A poet, Uet8*d beyond the poet's fate, 
Whom Heaven kept sacred from the proud and great 
Foe to loud praise, and friend to learned ease, 
Content with science in the vale of peace, 
Calmly he lookM on either life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear ; 
From nature's temperate feast rose satisfied, 
rhank'd Heaven that he had lived, and that he died 



ON MR. GAY, 
In Westmingter AXbey, 1730. 
Op manners gentle, of affections mild; 
n wit, a man ; simplicity, a child : 
With native humour tempering virtuous rage, 
Form'd to delight at once and lash the age : 
Above temptation in a low estate^ 
And uncorrupted, e'en among the great : 
A safe companion, and an easy friend, 
Unblamed through life, lamented in thy end. 
These are thy honours ! not that here thy bust 
Is miz'd with heroes, or with kings thy dust ; 
Bat that the worthy and the good shall say. 
Striking their pensive bosoms — ^ Here lies Gay . 
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ANOTHER. 

Will then ! poor Gay lies under ground^ 
So there '0 an end of honest Jack : 

So little justice here he found, 
*Ti8 ten to one heUl ne'er come back. 



INTENDED FOR SIR ISAAC NEWTON, 

In Watminater Abbof, 

ISAACUS NEWTONUB: 

Quern Immortakm 

Testantur Tempua, Natura, Ccelum : 

Mortalem 

Hoc Marmor Fatetnr. 

Nature and nature's laws lay hid in night : 
God said, ' Let Newton be!' and all was li|^t 



ON DR. FRANCIS ATTERBURY, 
BISHOP OP ROCHESTER.^ 
Who died in ExUe in Paris, 1738. 
[His only daughter having expired in his arms, ii 
diately after she arrived in France to see him.] 
DIALOGUE. 
She. Yes, we have lived— one pang, and then we part ; 
May Heaven, dear father ! now have all thy heart. 
Yet, ah ! how once we loved, remember still. 
Till you are dust like me. 

He. Dear shade ! I will : 

Then mix this dust with thine — O spotless ghost ! 
O more than fortune, friends, or country lost ! 
Is there on earth one care, one wish beside ? 
Yes — ^*Save my country. Heaven.' — He*&aid,and died 
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ON EDMUND DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM, 

Who died in the I9th year of His age, 1735. 

If modest youth with cool reflection crown'd, 
And every opening virtue blooming round, 
Could save a parent's justest pride from fate, 
Or add one patriot to a sinking state ; 
This weeping marble had not askM thy tear, 
Or sadly told how many hopes lie here ! 
The living virtue now had shone approved. 
The senate heard him, and his countiy loved. 
Yet softer honours, and less noisy fame 
Attend the shade of gentle Buckingham: 
In whom a race, for courage famed and art. 
Ends in the milder merit of the heart ; 
And, chiefs or sages long to Britain given. 
Fays the last tribute of a saint to Heaven. 



FOR ONE WHO WOULD NOT BE BURIED 
IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 
Heroks and kings ! your distance keep *, 
In peace let one poor poet sleep, 
Who never fiatter'd folks like you : 
Let Horace blush, and Vizgil too. 



ANOTHER, ON THE SAMK 

Under this marble or under this sill, 
Or under this turf, or e*en what they will ; 
Whatever an heir, or a friend in his 'stead. 
Or any goW creature shall lay o'er my head ; 
lies one who ne'er cared, and still cares not a pin. 
What they said, or may say, of the mortal within ; 
But who, living and dying, serene still and free, 
Trusts in God, that as well as he was, he shall be. 
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LORD CONINGSBrS EPITAPH. 
Here lies Lord Conmgsby— be civil : 
The rest God kiiow»*«Bo does the devil. 



ON BUTLER'S MONUMENT. 
Perhaps by Mr Pope? 
Respect to Dryden, Sheffield justly paid. 
And noble Villera honoar'd Cowley's shade: 
But whence this Barber ?— that a name so mean 
Should, join'd with Butler's, on a tomb be seen : 
This pyramid would better far proclaim, 
To future ages humbler Settle's name : 
Poet and patron then had been well pair'd. 
The city printer, and the city bard. 



1 This Epitaph, originally written on Picus Mlrandu* 
la, is applied to F. Chartres, and printed amone tiie 
works of Swift. See Hawkesworth's edition, vol. vi.— S. 

2 Mr. Pope, in one of the prints from Scbeemaker's 
monument of Shakspeare in Westminster Abbey, has 
sufficiently shown his contempt of Alderman Barber, by 
the following couplet, which is substituted in the place 
of 'The cloudcapt towers,' &c. 

•Thus Britain loved me ; and preserved ray fame. 
Clear from a Barber's or a Benson's name.'— A. Pop« 
Pope might probably have supprofised his satire on the 
alderman, because he was one of Swift's acquaintanjces 
and correspondents ; though in the fourth book of the 
Dunciad lie has an anonymous stroke at him: 
' So by each bard an alderman shall sit, 
A heavy lord shall hang at every wit.* 



I 
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THE DUNCIAD, 

IN FOUR BOOKS; 

Vl^ fA0 FniUgomena of Scriblenu, ike HypereriUct 

ofAriatardmSf and Notes Variorum. 

A LETTER TO THE PUBLISHER, 

Ocoationed by Ihe Jint comet EdUion qf the 

Dunciad, 

It is with pleasure I bear that yoa have procured a 
correct copy of the Danciad, which the many sur- 
reptitioas ones have rendered so necessary ; and it ia 
yet with more, that I am informed it will be attended 
with a Commentary : a work so requisite, that I can* 
not think the author himself could have omitted it, 
had he approved of the first appearance of this poem. 

Such notes as have occurred to me I herewith tend 
yoo : you will oblige me by inserting them amongst 
those which are, or will be, transmitted to you by 
others; since not only the author's friends, but even 
strangers, appear engaged by humanity, to take some 
care of an orphan of so much genius and spirit, which 
its parent seems to have abandoned from the very 
beginning, and suffered to step into the world naked, 
unguarded; and iinattended. 

It was upon reading some of the abusive papers 
lately published, that my great regard to a person, 
whose friendship I esteem as one of the chief honours 
of my life, and a much greater respect to truth than 
to him or any man living, engaged me in inquiries, of 
which the inclosed notes are the frait. 

I perceive that most of these authors had been 
(doubtless very wisely) the first aggressors. They 
had tried, till they were weary, what was to be got 
by railing at each other: nobody was either con- 
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oenied or surprised, if this or that scribbler wai 
proved a dmioe. But every one was curious to read 
what could be said to prove Mr Pope one, and waa 
ready to pay something for such a discovery: a 
stratagem which, would they fairiy own it, ini|^t not 
only reconcile them to me, hut screen them from the 
resentment of their lawful superiors, whom they 
daily abuse, only (as I charitably hope) to get that by 
them, which they cannot get from them. 

I found this was not all • ill success in that had 
transported them to penional abuse, either of himself 
or (what I think he could less forgive) of his friends. 
They had called men of virtue and honour bad men, 
long before he bad either leisuve or inclination to call 
them bad writers ; and some had been such old of< 
fenders, that he had quke forgotten their persons aa 
well as their slanders, till they were pleased to n^ 
vive,theai. 

Now what had Mr. Pope done before, to incense 
them 7 He had published those works which are in 
the hands of every body, in which not the least men- 
tion is made ef any of them. And what has he done 
■inoe? He has laughed, and written the Dundad. 
What has that said of them ? A very serious truth, 
which the public had said before, that they were dull ; 
and what it had no sooner said, hut they themselves 
were at great pains to |Mvcare, or even purchase, 
room in the prints, to testify under their hands the 
truth of it. 

I should still have been silent, if either I had seen 
any inclination in my friend to be serious with soeh 
aocusera, or if tliey had only meddled with his 
writings ; since whoever publishes, puts himself on 
his trial by his country :•— but when his moral cha^ 
aoter was attacked, and in a manner from which 
neither truth nor virtue can secure the most innocent ; 
in a manner, which, though it annihilates the credk 
of the accusation witli the just and impartial, yet ag- 
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gratrnteB very moch die guilt of the Msciuera : I mean 
by authore without names : then I thought, since the 
danger was common to all, the concern ought to be 
so ; and that it was an act of justice to detect the au- 
thorn, not only on this account, but as many of them 
are the same who for several yean past have made 
free with the greatest names in church and state, ex- 
posed to the world the private midfoitunes of fami- 
lies, abused all, even to women, and whose prostitu- 
ted papers (for one or other party, in the unhappy 
division of their country) have insulted the fallen, 
the IHendless, the exiled, and the defld. 

' Besides this, which I take to be a public concern, I 
bave already confessed I had a private one. I am 
one of that number who have long loved and es- 
teemed Mr. Pope ; and had often declared it was 
Bot his capacity or writings (which we ever thought 
the least valuable part of his character,) but the hon- 
est, open, and beneficent man, that we most esteem- 
ed and loved in him. Now, if what these people 
say wete believed, I must appear to all my friends 
cither a fbol or a knave; either imposed on myself, 
or imposing on them : so that I am as much interested 
in the confutation of these calumnies as he is himself. 

I am no author, and consequently not to be sus- 
pected either of jealousy or resentment against any 
of the men, of whom scarce one is known to me by 
sight ; and as for their writings, I have sought them 
(on this one occasion) in vain, in the closets and libra- 
ries of all my acquaintance. I had still been in the 
dork, if a gentleman had not procured me (I suppose 
from some of themselves, for they are geoeraUy much 
more dangerous friends than enemies) the passages 1 
send you. I solemnly protest I have added nothiog 
to the malice or absurdity of them ; which it behoves 
me to declare, since the vouchers themselves will be 
M> soon and irrecoverably lost.. Yon may in some 
mf>«ure prevent it, by preserving at least their titlei^ 
Vol. a 10 
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9aA disooveiiag (m fkr u yon can depend ob Om 
trath of jow inforaution) the names of the conceal- 
ed aotbon. 

The first olgection I have heard made to the 
poem is, that the persons are too obscare for satiie. 
The peiBons themselves, nther than allow the ol9ee<* 
taon, would forgive the satire ; and if one conld be 
tempted to afford it a serious answoE, were not all as- 
sassinates, popular insorrsotioas, the insolence of the 
labUe without doom, and of domestics within, mtrnH 
wrongfully chastised, if the meanness of offenders in- 
demnified them from punishment? On the contrary, 
obscurity rendem them more dangerous, as less 
thought of; law can proaonace judgment only on 
open facts : morabiy alone can pass censure on in- 
tentions of mischief; so that for secret calumny, er 
the sjrrow flying in the dark, there iano paUic poniih- 
ment left, hut what a good writer inflicu. 

The next ol^ection is, that these sort of aothois 
are poor. That might be pleaded as an excuse at the 
Old Bailey, for lesser orimes than diifitmation, (for it 
is the case of almost ^ who are tried there,) bat 
sore it can be none here ; for who will pretend that 
the robbing another of his reputation, supplies the 
want of it in himself? I question not but such authors 
are poor, and heartily wish the objection were rs- 
moved by any honest liyelihood. But poverty ii 
here the accident, not the sukgeot ; he who describe! 
malice and villany to be pale and meagre, expresses 
not the lesst anger against paleness or leanness, but 
against malioe and villany. The Apothecary in Bo* 
meo and Juliet is poor ; but is he therefore justified 
in vending poison ? Not but poverty itself becomes a 
just sutyect of satire, when it is the consequenoe of 
viee, prodigality, or neglect of one's lawful callings ; 
for then it increases the puhlio burthen, fills the straels 
and highways with robbers, and the garrets with dip 
pers, coiners, and weekly joumalisto. 
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Bit admittiag that two or three of tiiMe ofibnd 
Ism in their morals than in their writings ; mast po- 
verty make nonsense sacied 7 If so, the HLme of bad 
authors woald be much better commMed than that of 
all the good ones in the world ; and not one of a han- 
dred had ever been called by his fight name. 

They mistake the whole matter: it is not charity 
to encourage them in the way they follow, but to get 
ttiem out of it; for men aie not bQngters because 
(hey ave poor, but they are poor because they aro 
huoglesi. 

Is it not pleasant enough to hear omr authors cry- 
ing out on the one hand, as if their persons and cha- 
racteis were too sacred for satire; and the public 
olgecting on the oAer, that they are too mean even 
for ridicule? But whether bread or fame be their 
end, it mast be allowed, our author, by and in this 
poem, hss meicifally given them a Hitle of both. 

There are two or three, who by their rank and for- 
tune have no bene6t from the fofmer objections, sup- 
posing them good ; and these I was sorry to see in 
such eonptny. But if, without any provocation, two 
pt three gentlemea will fall upon one, in an affair 
wherein his interest and reputation are equally em>> 
harked; they cannot ceitainty, after they have been 
content to print themselves his enemies, complain of 
being put into the, number of them. 

Othen, I am told, pretend to have been once his 
friends. Surely, they are their enemies who say so ; 
since nothing eaa be more odious than to treat a 
foend as they have done. But of this I cannot per- 
suade myself, when I consider the constant and eter» 
nal aversion of all bad writers to a good one. 

Such as claim merit from being his admirers, I 
would gUdly ask if it lays him under a personal obli- 
gation ? At that rate he would be the most obliged 
humble servant in the world. I dare swear for these 
m particular, he never desired them to be his sd^ 
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miran, tor pronuMd in return to be tliein : that had 
truly been a sign he was of their acqaaintance : but 
would not the malicioas world haye saspected audi 
an approbation of some motive woiie than ignoraiiGe 
in the author of the Essay on Criticiani ? Be it as it 
will, the reasons of their admiration and of his con- 
tempt are equally sttbsiating; for his works and thoin 
are the very same that they wcto. 

Ooe, therefore, of their assertions I believe maybe 
true, *That he has a contempt for their writings.' 
And there is another which would probably be sooner 
lUowed by himself Chan by any good judge beside, 
' That his own have fottnd too much success with the 
public' But as it cannot consist with his modesty to 
claim this as a justice, it lies not on him, but entirely 
on the public, to defend its own judgment 

There remains what, in my opinion, might se«n a 
better plea for these people, than any they have made 
use of. If obscurity or poverty were to exempt a 
man from satire, much more should folly or dulnesi^ 
which are still more involuntary ; nay, as much so ss 
personal deformity. But even this will not help 
them: deformity becomes an oliyect of ridicule when 
a man sets up for being handsome ; and so must dul- 
ness, when he sets up for a wit. They are not ridi- 
culed, because ridicule in itself is, or ought to be, s 
pleasure ; but because it is just to undeceive and via 
dicate the honest and unpretending part of mankind 
from imposition, because particular interest ought to 
yield to general, and a great number who nre not 
naturally fools, ought never to be made so, in con> 
plaisance to a few who are. Accordingly we find, 
that, in all ages, all vain pretenders, were they erer 
so poor, or ever so dull, have been constantly the 
topics of the most candid satirists, from the Codrai 
of Juvenal to the Damon of Boileau. 

Having mentioned Boileau, the greatest poet sad 
roost judicious critic of his age and country, admin* 
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ble for his talents, and yet perhaps more admintUe 
for his judgment in the proper application of them, I 
cannot help remarking the resemblance betwixt him 
and oar author, in qualities, fame, and fortuno : in the 
distinction shown them by their superiors, in the ge- 
neral esteem of their equals, and in their extended 
leputation amongst foreigners ; in the latter of which 
ours has met with a better fate, as he has had for nis 
translators persons of the most eminent rank and 
abilities in their respective nations.^ But the re- 
semblance holds in nothing more, than in their being 
equally abused by the ignorant pretenders to poetiy 
of their times, of which not the least memory will 
remain but in their own writings, and in the notes 
made upon them. What Boileau has done in almost 
all his poems, our author has only in this : I dare an- 
swer for him he will do it no more ; and on this prin- 
ciple, of attacking few but who had slandered him, he 
could not have {jlone it at all, had he been confined 
from censuring obscure and worthless persons, for 
scarce any other were his enemies. However, as the 
parity is so remarkable, I hope it will continue to the 
last ; and if ever he should give us an edition of this 
poem himaeli^ I may see some of them treated as 
gently, on their repentance or better merit, as Peiw 
laolt and Quinault were at last by Boileau. 
In one point I must be allowed to think the chara6> 

1 Essay on Criticism, in Freneli verse, by General 
Hamilton; the same, in verse also, by Monsieur Robo> 
ton, counsellor and privy secretary to King George I. 
after by the abbe Reynel, in verse, with notes. Rape of 
the Lock, in French, by the princess of Conti, Paris, 
1728; and in Italian verse by the abbe Conti, a noble 
Venetian ; and by the marquis Rangoni, envoy eztn^ 
ordinary from Modena to King George II. Others of bis 
works by Salvini of Florence, &c. His Essay and Dis- 
sertations on Homer, several times translated into 
French. Essay on Man, by the abbe Reynel, in verse ; 
by Monsieur Silhoute, in prose, 1737, and since by oth^rf 
In French, Italian and Latin. 
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tier of our English poet the more amiable. He hu 
not been a follower of fortune or success ; he has 
lived with the great without flattery; been a friend to 
men in power without pensions, from whom, as he 
asked, so he received, no favour, but what was doM 
him in his friends. As his satires were the more jast 
for being delayed, so were his panegyrics; bestow* 
ed only on such persons as he had familiarly known, 
only for such virtues as he had long observed in them, 
and only at such times as others cease to praise, if 
not begin to calumniate them; I mean when out of 
power or out of fashion.^ A satire, therefore, on 
writers so notorious for the contrary practice, became 
no man so well as himself; as none, it is plain, was 
so little in their friendships, or so much in that df 
those whom they had most abused, namely, the great- 
est and best of b\\ parties. Let me add a further rea> 
■on, that, thou^ engaged in their friendships, he 
never espoused their animosities ^ and can almost 
singly challenge this honour, not to have written a 
line of any man, which, through guilt, through shame, 
or through fear, through variety of fortune, or change 
of interests, he was ever un willing to own. 

I shall conclude with remarking, what a pleasure 
it must be to every reader of humanity, to see al. 
along, that our author, in his very laughter, is not in- 
dulging his own ill-nature, but only punishing that of 
others. As to his poem, those alone are capable of 
doing it justice, who, to use the words of a great 
writer, know how hard it is (with regard both to his 



1 As Mr. Wycherley, at tho time the town declaimed 
against his book of poems ; Mr. Walsh, after his death, 
sir William Trumball, when ho had resigned the office 
of secretary of state ; lord Bolingbroke, at his leaving 
England, after the queen's death ; lord Oxford, in his last 
decline of life ; Mr. Secretary Cra^gs, at the end of tho 
fk>uth-sea year, and after his death : others only in e^ 
tapbs 
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vulject aod hit maimer) vettutis dart novitaUmt o^ 
moUtu nitoremy dtscuna lueemf(utidiii» graiiam* 
I am your most humble senrant, 

WILLIAM CLELAND.2 
St. Jameses, Dec. 22d, L728. 



MARTINUS SCRIBLERUS 

HIS PROLEGOMENA AND ILLUSTRATIONS 

TO THE DUNCIAD: 

With ihe Hypercritica of Aristarckus. 

Dennis's Remarks on Prince Arthur, 

1 CANNOT but think it the most reasonable thing in 
the world, to distinguish good writers, by discottraging 
the bad. Nor is it an ill-natured thing, in relation 
even to the very persons upon whom the reflections 
are made. It is true, it may deprive them a little the 
sooner of a short profit and a transitory reputation ; 
bat then it may have a good effect, and oblige them 
(before it be too late) to decline that for which they 
are so very unfit, and to have recourse to something 
in which they may be more successful. 

Character of Mr. P. 1716. 
The persons whom Boilean has attacked in his 
writings have been for the mpst part authors, and most 

2 This gentleman was of Scotland, and bred at the uni- 
versity or Utrecht, with the earl of Mar. He served m 
Spain under earl Rivers. After the peace, he was made 
one of the commissioners of the customs in Scotland, 
and then of taxes in England; in which, having shown 
himself for twenty years diligent, punctual, and incor- 
ruptible (though without any other assistance of for* 
tune,) he was suddenly displaced by the minister, in the 
sixty-eighth year of his age, and died two months after, 
in 1741. He was a person of universal learning, and an 
enlarged conversation ; no man ha^' a warmer bear 
for his fViend, or a sincerer attachm?' Uo the consiitu 
tion of bis country. 
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•f thoM authon, poei»: and the ceimirw be iHCb 
pused vpoB then heve been confinned bj all Europe. 

GUdon, Preface to his New Reheanal, 
It is the common cry of the poetasters of the town, 
and their faatore, that it is an ill-natured thing to ex- 
pose the pretenders to wit and poetry. The judges 
and magistrates may with fall as good reason be re- 
proached with ill-natnre for putting the laws in exe- 
cution against a thief or impoator.— The same will 
hold in the republic of letters, if the critics and judges 
will let eyeiy ignorant pretender to scribbling pass on 
the world. 

TheiMd, Letter to Mul,Jum 92, Vm, 
Attacks may be lerelled, eidier against failures in 
genhia, or against the pretensions of writing without 
one. 
Conoanenj Dedioation. tothe Author ofthie Danciad. 
A satire upon dulness is a thing that has been used 
and allowed in all ages. 

Out of thine own mouth will I judge thee, wicked 
scribbler ! 



TESTIMONIES OF AUTHORS 

Concerning our Poet and his Woiits, 

M. ScribUrus Lectori S. 
Bkfork we present thee with our exercitations on 
this most delectable poem (drawn from the many 
volumes of our adversaria on modem authors) we 
shall here, according to the laudable usage of editors, 
collect the various judgments of the learned concern- 
ing our poet ; various indeed, not only of difierent 
authors, but of the same author at different seasons. 
Nor shall we gather only the testimonies of suchemi 
aeut wits as would of course descend to posterity 
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and consequentlj be lead without oiur ooUMtioii{ but 
we shall likewise, with incredible kboor, seek out 
for divers othen^ which, but for this o«r diligenoe^ 
could never at the distance of a few months itppear 
to the eje of the most curious. Hereby thou mayeit 
not only receive the delectation of variety, but also 
arrive at a more certain judgment by a grave uhI 
circumspea comparison of the witaeasee with eack 
other, or of each with himself. Hence also thou wik 
be enabled to draw reflections, not only of a critical, 
but a moral nature, by being let into many partioulari 
of the person as well as genius, and of fortune as well 
as merit of our author : in which, if I felate soom 
things of little concern peradveature to thee, and soom 
of as little even to him, I entreat thee to consider 
how minutely all true critics and commeataton aio 
wont to insist upon such, and how material they seem 
to themselves, if to none other. Forgive me, gieade 
reader, if (following learned example) lever and anon 
become tedious : allow me to take the same pains to 
find whether my author were good or bad, well orfll- 
natured, modest or arrogant; as another, whether hit 
author was fair or brown, short or tall, or whether ho 
wore a coat or a cassock. 

We proposed to begin with his life, parentage, and 
education : but as to these, even his contemporaries 
do exceedingly differ. One saith,^ he was educated 
at home ; another,' that he was bred at St. Omer's by 
Jesuits; a third,' not at St. Omer's, but at Oxford ! a 
fourth,^ that he had no university education at all. 
Those who allow him to be bred at home, differ as 
much concerning his tutor. One saith,^ he was kept 
by his father on purpose ; a second,^ that he was aa 



1 Giles Jacob's Lives of the Poets, vol. ii. in his life. 
3 Dennis's Reflections on tlie Essay on Criticism. 
3 Dunciad Dismcted, p. 4. 4 Guardian, No. 40 

5 Jacob's Lives, &c. vol- ii. 6 Dunciad Disseoled. p^ 4. 
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itiiiennt prieit ; a third,^ that hd was a parson ; ontfi 
eaUeth him a secular clergyman of the charch of 
Rome ; another,^ a monk. As little do they agree 
ahoqt hit father, whom one'^ sapposeth, like the father 
of Hetiod, a tradesman or merchant ; another,'^ a 
huabaiidman ; another,^^ a hatter, &c. Nor has an 
author been wanting to give our poet such a father as 
ApoJeins hath to Plato, Jamblichus to Pythagoras, 
and dirers to Homer, viz. a demon: for thus Mr. 
Gildon^<-l3 

* Certain it is, that his original is Hot from Adam, 
bat the devil; and that he wanteth nothing but horns 
and tail to be the exact resemblance of his infernal 
father.* Finding, th erefore, such contrariety of opin- 
ions, and (whatever be ours of this sort of generation) 
not being fond to enter into controversy, we shall 
defer writing the life of our poet, till authors can de- 
termine among themselves what parents or education 
he had, or whether he had any education or parents 
at all. 

Proceed we to what is more certain, his Works, 
though not less uncertain the judgments concerning 
them; beginning with his Essay on Criticism, of 
which hear first the most ancient of critics, 
Mr. John Dennis. 

'His precepts are false or trivial, or both; his 
.houghts are crude and abortive, his expressions ah- 

7 Farmer P. and his son. 8 Dunciad Dissected. 

9 Characters of the Times, ii. 45. 

10 Female Dunciad, p. ult. 11 Dunciad Dissected. 

12 Roome, Paraphrase on the 4th of Genesis, printed 
17S9. 

13 Character of Mr. P. and his Writings, in a Letter 
to a Friend, printed for S. Popping, 1716, p. 10. Curll, 
in his Key to the Dunciad, (first edition, said to be 
printed for A. Dodd,) in the lOth page, declared Gildon 
to be the author of that libel ; though in the subsequent 
editions of his Key he left out this assertion, and affirm* 
ed (in the Curliad, p. 4 and 8) that it was written by 
t>eauis only. 
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tdf his ntnnben hanh and nnramical, hw rhjmet 
nvial and common ;^Dste«l of majesty, we bavo 
toiaething that is very mean; Instead of grarity, 
somethiDiff that is yerj boyish; and instead of perspi- 
cuity and ludd ofder, we hare but too often obscurity 
and confusion.' And in another place--* What rare 
numbers are here ! Would not one swear that this 
youngster had espoused some antiquated muse, who 
had sued out a divorce from some superannuated sin- 
ner, upon account of impotence, and who, being 
pozed by the former spouse, has got the gout in her 
decrepid age, whieh makes her hobble so dam- 
nably/i 

No less peremptory is the censnre of our hyper- 
critical historian 

Mr. Oldmucon. 

* I dare not say any thing on the Essay on Criticism 
in Terse ; but if any more curious reader has discover- 
ed in it something new which is not in Drj'den's pre- 
faces, dedications, and his essay on dramatic poetry, 
not to mention the French critics, I should oe veij 
glad to have the benefit of the discovery.'^ 

He is followed (as in fame, so in judgment) by the 
modest and simple-minded 

Mr. Leonard WeUudf 
who, out of great respect to our poet, not naming 
. him, doth yet glance at his l^ay, together with the 
duke of Buckingham's, and the criticisms of Dryden 
and of Horace, which he more openly tazeth ^ *■ As 
to the numerous treatises, essays, arts, Ac, both In 
verse and prose, that have been written by the mo- 
dems on this gromd-work, they do but hackney the 

1 Reflections critical and satirical on a rhapsody, call- 
ed, an Essay on Criticism, printed for fieniard lintot, 8vo. 

2 £ssav on Criticism in prose, octavo, 1733, by tbtt 
autbor of the Critical History of England. 

3 Pi'>faos to bis Poems, p. 18, S3. 
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nne thooflite over tagun, makiiig them 8t31 more 
trite. Most of their pieces are nothing bat a pert, in- 
sipid heap of common-place. Horace has, even in 
his Art of Poetry, thrown out several things which 
plainly show, he thought an art of poetry was of no 
use, even while he was writing one.' 

To all which great authorities, we can only oppose 
that of 

Mr.Addktm. 

'The Essay on Criticism,* saith he, * which was 
published some months since, is a master-piece in ito 
kind. The observations follow one another like those 
in Horace's Art of Poetry, without that methodical 
regularity which would have been requisite in a prose 
writer. They are some of them uncommon, but such 
as the reader must assent to, when he sees them ex- 
plained with that ease and perspicuity in which they 
are delivered. As for those which are the most 
known and the most received, they are placed in so 
beautiful a light, and illustrated with such apt alio* 
sions, that they have in them all the graces of novel' 
ty; and make the reader, who was before acquainted 
with them, still more convinced of their truth and 
solidity. And here give me leave to mention what 
Monsieur Boileau has so well enlarged upon in the 
preface to his works : that wit and fine writing doth 
not consist so much in advancing things that are new, 
as in giving things that are known an agreeable turn. 
It is impossible for us, who live in the latter ages of 
the world, to make observations in criticism, morality, 
or any art or science, which have not been touched 
upon by others; we have little else left us, but to ie> 
present the common sense of mankind in more 
strong, more beautiful, or more uncommon lights. If 
a reader examines Horace's Art of Poetry, he will 
find but few precepts in it which he may not meet 
with in Aristotle, and which were not commonly 
known by all the poets of the Augustan age. lib 
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way of ezpreasing, and applying them, net his inven- 
tion of them, is what we are chiefly to admire. 

* Longinus, in his Reflections, has given us the same 
kind of sublime, which he observes in the seveial 
passages that occasioned them: I cannot but take 
notice that our English author has, aAer the same 
manner, exemplified several of the precepts in the 
very precepts themselves.'' He ^en produces some 
instances of a particolar beonty in the riombers, and 
concludes with saying, that * there are tljree poems in 
our tongue of the same nature, and each a master- 
piece in its kind ! the Essay on Translated Verse ; the 
Essay on the Art of Poetry ; and the Essay on Criti- 
cism.' 

Of Windsor Forest, positive is the Judgment of tha 
afllrmative 

Mr. John Dennis^ 

That it is a wretched rhapsody, impudently writ in 
emulation of the Cooper's Hill of sir John Denham : 
the author of it is obscure, is ambiguous, is affecledj 
is temerarious, is barbarous l^ 

But the author of the Dispensary,' 

Dr.QarA, 
in the preface to bis poem of Claremont, differs from 
this opinion : * Those who have seen these two ex- 
cellent poems of Cooper's Hill, and Windsor Forest, 
the one written by sir John Denham, the other by 
Mr. Pope, will show a great deal of candour if they 
approve of this.* 

Of the Epistle of EloYsa, we are told by the obscure 
writer of a poem called Sawney, *ThiU because 
Prior's Henry and Emma charmed the finest tastes, 
our author writ his EloYsa in opposition to it ; but for- 
got innocence and virtue. If you take away her ten- 

1 Spectator, No. 2S3. 

S Letter to B. B. at the end of tlie B«marks, on Pope's 
Homer, 1717. 3 Printed 17S8, p. 13. 
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derthoiiglita, and h«r fierce deiiies, all die rest ic of 
no valae.* la which, methinks, his jadgment resem 
Ueth that of a French tailor on a villa and garden hf 
the Thames : ' All this is very fine ; but take away th» 
mer, and it is good for nothing.* 
But veiy eontraiy hereunto was the opinion of 

Mr. Prior, 
himself saying in his Alma.^ 

* O Abelaid ! ill-fated yonth. 
Thy tale will justify this truth : 
But well I weet, thy cruel wrong 
Adorns a nobler poet's song : 
Dan Pope, for thy misfortune grieved, 
With kind concern and skill has weaved 
A silken web; and ne'er shall fade 
Its colours ; gently has he laid 
The mantle o'er thy sad distress, 
And Venus shall the texture bless,* &c. 
Come we now to his translation of the Iliad, cele 
brated by numerous pens; jet shall it suffice to men- 
tion the indefatigable 

Sir Richard Bladanore, Knt, 
who (though otherwise a severe censurer of our au- 
thor) yet styleth (his a 'laudable translation.* That^ 
ready writer 

Afr. Oidmixon, 

in his forementioned Essay, frequently commends the 
same. And the painful 

Mr. Lewis Theobald 
thus extols it,^ 'The spirit of Homer breathes all 
through this translation. — I am in doubt, whether I 
should most admire the justness to the original, or 
the force and beauty of the language, or the sounding 

1 Alma, Cant. S. 3 In his Essays, vol. i. printed 
for £. Curll. 3 Oeaaor, vol. ii. n. 33. 
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variety of the nnrnben : but when I iind all thetft 
meet, it puts me in mind of what the poet says of 
one of his heroes, *l*hat he alone raised and flung 
with ease a weighty stone, that two common men 
conld not lift from the ground ; jost so, one siagle 
person has perfbrmed in this translation, what I once 
despaired to have seen done by the force of several 
masterly hands.' Indeed the same gentleman appears 
to have changed his sentiment in his Essay on the An 
of Sinking in Repatation, (printed in Mist's Journal, 
March 30, 1728,) where he says thus: *In order to 
fiink in reputation, let him take it into his head to de> 
scend into Homer (let the worM wonder, as it will, 
how die devil he got there,) and pretend to do him 
into English, so his version denote his neglect of the 
manner how.' Strange variation I We are told in 

Mvft Journal, {June 8,) 
'That this translation of the Iliad was not in all re- 
spects conformable to the fine taste of his friend Mr 
Addison; insomuch that he employed a younger muse 
in an undertaking of this kind, which he supervised 
himself Whether Mr. Addison did find it conform 
able to his taste, or not, best appears from his own 
testimony the year following its publication, in tbes^ 
words: 

Mr. Addistm's Freehdier, No. 40. 
*When I consider myself a British freeholder, I 
am in a particular manner pleased with the labours 
of those who have improved our language with 
the translations of old Greek and I^atin authors. — 
We have already most of their historiaiu in our own 
tonjrue, and, what is more for the honour of our Ian 
giiage, it has been taught to express with elegance 
the greatest of their poets in each nation. The il 
literate among our own countrymen may learn t 
judge from Dryden's Virgil, of the most perfect epi 
performance. And those parta of Homer whtd 
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have beeo poblishad already by Mr. Pope, gives m 
reason to think that the Iliad will appear in English 
with as little disadvantage to that immortal poem.* 

As to the rest, there is a slight mistake; for this 
younger muse was an elder; nor was the gentleman 
(who is a friend of our author) employed by Mr Ad 
dison to translate it after him, since he saith himself 
that he did it bfefore.^ Contrariwise, that Mr. Ad* 
dison engaged our author in this work appeareth by 
declaration thereof in the preface to the Iliad, printed 
some time before his death, and by his own letters of 
October 26, and November 2, 1713, where he declares 
it is his opinion that no other person was equal to it. 

Next comes his Shakspeare on the stage : * Let him 
(quoth one, whom 1 take to be 

Mr. ThetMd, Misfs Jmrwd, June 8» 1738,) 
publish such an author as he has least studied, and 
forget to discharge even the dull duty of an editor. In 
this project let him lend the bookseller his name (for 
a competent sum of money) to promote the credit of 
an exorbitant subscription.* Gentle reader, be pleased 
to cast thine eye on the proposal below quoted, and 
on what follows (some months after the former as- 
sertion) in the same Journalist of June 8 : *The book 
seller proposed the book by subscription, and raised 
some thousands of pounds for the same : I believe 
the gentleman did not share in the profits of this ex- 
travagant subscription.* 

* After the Iliad, he undertook (saith 

MisC$ Journal, June 8, 1728,) 
the sequel of that work, the Odyssey ; and having se- 
cured the success by a numerous subscription, he em- 
ployed some underlings to perform what, according 
to his proposals, should come from his own bands.' 

1 Vid. Pref. to Mr. TickelFs translation of the flm 
hook of the Iliad, 4to. 
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To which heavy charge we can in troth oppose 
nothing but the words of 

Mr. Pop^8 Propcmd for (he Odifssey^ {prmied by J. 
WaUs, Jan. 10, mi.) 
* I take this occasion to declare that the subscrip- 
tion for Shakspeare belongs wholly to Mr. Tonson : 
and that the benefit of this proposal is not solely for 
my own use, but for that of two of my friends, who 
have assisted me in this work.' But these very gen* 
tlemen are extolled above our poet himself in another 
of Mist's Journals, March 90, 1728, saying, 'That he 
would not advise Mr. Pope to try the experiment 
again of getting a great part of a book done by as- 
sistants, lest those extraneous parts should unhappily 
ascend to the sublime, and retard the declension of 
the whole.' Behold ! these underlings are become 
good writers ! 

If any say, that before the said Proposals were 
printed, the subscription was begun without declaim 
tion of such assistance ; verily those who set it ob 
foot, or (as the term is) secured it, to wit, the right 
honourable the lord viscount Harcoort, were he living^ 
would testify, and the right honourable the lord Ba- 
thurst,now living, doth testify, the same is a falsehood. 

Sorry I am, that persons professing to be learned, 
or of whatever rank of authors, should either falsely 
tax, or be falsely taxed. Yet let us, who are only re* 
porters, be impartial in our citations, and proceed. 

MisCs Journal, June 8, 1738. 
* Mr. Addison raised this author from obscurity, ob- 
tained him the acquaintance and friendship of the 
whole body of our nobility, and transferred his pow- 
erful interests with those great men to this rising 
bard, who frequently levied by that means unusual 
contributions on the public' Which surely cannot 
be, if, as the author of the Dunciad Dissected report- 
Vol. XL H 
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eth, Mr. Wycherley had bePore * introduced him int« 
a familiar acquaintance with the greatest peera and 
brightest wits then living.* 

* No sooner (saith the same jonmalist) was his body 
lifeless, but this author, reviving his resentment, libel- 
led the memory of his departed friend ; and what was 
still more heinous, made the scandal pablic* Griev- 
ouB the accusation ! unknown the accuser ! the per* 
son accused no witness in his own cause ; the person, 
in whose regard accused, dead ! But if there be Ht- 
ing any one noUemaa whose friendship, yea any one 
gentleman whose subscription Mr. Addison procured 
to oar author, let him stand forth, that truth may ap- 
pear! Amicus PlatOj amicua Socrates^ Bed magu 
arnica Veritas. In verity, the whole story of the libel 
is a lie ; witness those persons of integrity, who se- 
veral years before Mr. Addison's decease, did see 
and approve of the said verses, in no wise a libel, but 
a friendly rebuke sent privately in our author's own 
hand to Mr. Addison himself, and never made public, 
till after their own Jonmals, and Curll had printed 
the same. One name alone, which I am here au- 
thorized to declare, will sufficiently evince this troth, 
that of the right honourable the earl of Burlington. 

Next is he taxed with a crime (in the opinion of 
some authors, I doubt, more heinous than any in mo- 
rality,) to wit, plagiarism, from the inventive and 
quaint«onceited 

Jamea Moore Smithy Crent. 

* Upon reading the third volume of Pope's Miscel- 
lanies, I found live lines which I thnngbt excellent; 
and happening to praise them, a gentleman prodaced 
a modem comedy (the Rival Modes) publbhed last 
year, where were the same verses to a tittle. 

* These gentlemen are undoubtedly the first plagia- 
ries, that pretend to make a reputation by stealing 
from a man's works in his own llfc-tinie, and oul of a 
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public print*' Let im join to this what u written by 
the anUior of the Rital Modes, the said Mr. James 
Moore Smith, in a letter to onr author himself, whe 
had inibrmed him a month before that play was 
mded, Jan. 27, 1726-7, that, * These verses, which he 
had before given him leave to insert In it, would be 
known for his, some copies being got abroad. He 
deairae, nevertheless, that since the lines had been 
read in his comedy to several, Mr. P. would not de- 
prive it of tbem,* &c. Surety, if we add the testimo- 
niea of the lord Bolingbroke, of the lady to whom 
the said verws were originally addressed, of Hugh 
Bethel, esq. and others, who knew them as our au- 
thor's long before the said gendeman composed his 
pky, it is hoped, the ingenuous, that afiect not error 
will rectify their opinion by the suffrage of so ho- 
nourable personages. 

And yet followeth another charge, insinuating no 
lees than his enmity both to church and state, which 
could come from no other informer than the said 
Mr. James Moore Smith. 

'The Memoirs of a Pariah Clerk was a very dull 
and unjust abuse of a person who wrote in defence 
of our religion and constitution, and who has been 
dead many years.*^ This seemeth also most untrue ; 
it being known to diveni that these memoirs were 
written at the seat of the lord Harcourt, in Oxford- 
shire, before that excellent person (bishop Burnet's) 
death, and many years before the appearance of that 
history, of which they are pretended to be an abuse. 
Most true it is, that Mr. Moore had such a design, 
and was himself the man who pressed Dr. Arbuthnot 
and Mr. Pope to assist him therein ; and that he bor- 
rowed those memoirs of our author, when that historj' 
came forth, with intent to turn them to such i 

1 Daily Journal, March 18, 17aa 
3 Daily Jeurval, April 3, 17S8. 
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But being tUe to ebtain from our aiitlior tmt one in 
gle hint, and either changing hit mind, or haTiBg more 
mind than ability, he contented himself to keep the 
said memoin, and read them as hia own to all hii ao- 
<tuaintance. A noble person there ia, into whoae 
company Mr. Pope once chanced to introchiee him, 
who well lemembereth the oonrenation of Mir. 
Moore to have turned upon the * contempt he had for 
the work of that reverend prelate, and how foil he 
was of a design he declared himself to have, of ex- 
posing it.' This noble person is the earl ci Peter* 
borough. 

Here in truth should we crave pardon of all the 
foresaid right honourable and worthy peraonages, for 
having mentioned them in the same page with soch 
weekly riff-raff railers and rhymers ; but that we had 
their ever-honoured commands for the same; and 
that they are introduced not as witnesses in the con- 
troversy, but as witnesses that caimot be controvert- 
ed; not to dispute, but to ilecide. 

Certain it is, that dividing our writera into two 
elasses, of such who were acquaintance, and of snek 
who were strangers to our author ; the former are 
those who speak well, and the other those who speak 
evil of him. Of the first class, the most noble 

John Buhe of Buckingham 

sums up his character in these lines : 

* And yet so wondrous, so sublime a thing, 
As the great Iliad, scarce could make me aing, 
Unless I justly could at once commend 
A good companion, and as firm a friend { 
One moral, or a mere well-natured deed, 
Can all desert in sciences exceed.'^ 

So alao is he deciphered by 



I Verses to Mr. P. on his Uanslation of I 
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The Hon. Simon Harcourt. 
' Saji wondrous youth, what cohiran wilt thou chooie, 
What laurell'd arch, for thy triumphant muse ? 
Though each great ancient court thee to his shrine, 
Though every laurel through the dome be thine, 
Go to the good and just, an awful train ! 

Thy soul's delight .'> 

Recorded in like manner far his Tirtaooa dispon* 
tion, and gentle bearing, by the ingenious 

Mr. Walter Hart, 
in this apostrophe : 
* Oh ! ever worthy, ever crown'd with piaue t 
Bless'd in thy life, and bless'd in all thy lays. 
Add, that the Sisters every thought refine. 
And e'en thy life be faultless as thy line. 
Yet envy still with fiercer rage pursues. 
Obscures the virtue, and defames the muse. 
A soul like thine, in pain, in grief^ resign'd. 
Views with just scorn the malice of mankind.'^ 
The witty and moral satirist. 

Dr. Edward Youngs 
wishing some check to the corroption and evil maD* 
ners of the times, calleth out upon our poet to under- 
take a task so worthy of his virtue : 
Why slumbers Pope, who leads the Muses* train. 
Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain?* 

Mr. Mcdlet, 
in his epistle on Verbal Criticism : 
'Whose life, severely scann'd, transcends his lays; 
For wit supreme, is but his second praise/ 
Mr. Hammond^ 
vhat delicate and correct imitator of Tibullus, in hif 
Love Elegies, Elegy xiv. 

] Poem prefixed to his works. 

3 In his poems, printed for B. Lintot. 

3 Universal Passion, sat. 1. 
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Now fired by Popo and virtne, leave the age 

In low pursuit of self-undoing wrong, 
And trace the author through his moral page. 
Whose blamekas life still answers to his soi^. 
Mr. Tkomamt, 
In his elegant and philosophical poem the Seaaoiw: 

* Although not sweeter his own Homer sings, 
Yet is his life the more endearing song.* 

To the same tune also singeth that learned clerk, of 

Suffolk, 

Mr. William Broome: 
•Thus, nobly rising in fkir Tirtne^s cause, 
From thy own life transcribe the unerring laws.'' 
And, to close all, hear the reverend dean of St. 

Patrick's : 

* A soul with every virtue fraught. 

By patriots, priests, and poets taught : 

Whose filial piety excels 

Whatever Grecian st6ry tells. 

A genius for each business fit ; 

Whose meanest talent is his wit,* &c. 
Let us now recreate thee by turning to the other 
side, and showing his character drawn by theme with 
whom he never conversed, and whose countenances 
he could not know, though turned against him : First 
again commencing with the high-voiced and never- 
enough quoted 

Mr. John Dennis, 
who, in his Reflections on the Essay on Criticism, 
thus describeth him : * A little affected hypocrite, who 
has nothing in his mouth but candour, truth, friend- 
ship, good-nature, humanity, and magnanimity. He 
is so great iai lover of falsehood, that whenever he 
has a mind to calumniate his contemporaries, he 
brands them with some defect which was just con- 

1 In his poems at the end of the Odyssey. 
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tnury to some good qaality for which all their fUands 
and acqaaintance commend them. He aeema to 
have a particular pique to people of qaality, and au- 
thon of that rank. — He must derive his religion from 
St. Omer'sZ-^But in the character of Mr. P. and his 
writings (printed by S. Popping, 1716) he saith, 
'Though he is a professor of the worst religion, yet 
he laughs at it;' but that * nevertheless he is a viru- 
lent papist; and yet a pillar of the church of Eng- 
land.' 

Of both which opinions 

Mr. Lewis Theobald 
seems also to be ; declaring in Mist's Journal of June 
22, 1718, * That if he is not shrewdly abused, he made 
it his practice to cackle to both parties in their own 
sentiments.' But as to his pique against people of 
quality, the same journalist doth not agree, but saith 
(May 8, 1728,) * He had by some means or other, the 
acquaintance and friendship of the whole body of our 
nobility.' 

However contradictory this may appear, Mr. Den- 
nis and Gildon, in the character last cited, make it 
all plain, by assuring us, * That he is a creature that 
reconciles all contradictions: he is a beast, and a 
man ; a Whig and a Tory ; a writer (at one and the 
same time) of Guardians and Examiners ;^ an asser* 
tor of liberty, and of the dispensing power of kings ; a 
Jesuitical professor of truth ; a base and foul pre- 
tender to candour.' So that, upon the whole account, 
we must conclude him either to have been a great 
hy^crite, or a very honest man ; a terrible impostor 
apon both parties, or very moderate to either. 

Be it as to the judicious reader shall seem good. 
Sare it is, he is little favoured of certain authors, 
whose wrath is perilous ; for one declares he ough 

• -r- — — — 

1 The names of two weekly papeii. 
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to hM<B « price «et on his head, and to be hunted 
down u a wild beaat.^ Another protests that be 
does not know what may happen; advises him to 
iaaure bis person ; says he has bitter enemies, and 
exp r e ss ly declares it will be well if he escapes with 
his life.3 One desires he woald cat his own throat, 
or hang himself.^ But Pasquin seemed rather incHn- 
ed it should be done by the goTemment, representing 
him engaged in grievous designs with a lord of par- 
liament then under prosecution.^ Mr. Dennis himself 
hath written to a minister, that he is one of the most 
dangerous persons in this kingdom;^ and assnreth 
the public, that he is an open and mortal enemy to 
his country ; a monster that will one day show as 
daring a soul as a mad Indian, who runs a-muck to 
kill the first Christian he meets.^^ Another gives in> 
formation of treason discovered in his poem.^ Mir 
Curll boldly supplies an imperfect verse with kingi 
and princesses :^ and one Matthew Concanen, yet 
more impudent, publishes at length the two most sac- 
red names in this nation, as members of the Dunciad ^ 
This is prodigious ! yet it is almost as strange, that 
in the midst of these invectiYes his greatest enemies 
have ( I know not how) borne testimony to some men* 
in biw»- 

Mr. Theobald, 
in censuring his Shakspeare, declares, * He has so 
great an esteem for Mr. Pope, and so high an opinion 

1 llieobald. Letter in Mist's Journal, June 23, 1788. 

3 Smedley, pref. to OuIIiveriaDa. p. 14, 16. 

3 Oulliveriana, p. 332. 4 Anno 1723. 5 Anno J7^ 

6 Preface to Rf>m. on the Rape of tbe Lock, p. 12; aoJ 
in the last page oi' that treatise. 

7 Page 6, 7, of tbe Preface, by Ck)ncanen, to a book 
called, A Collection of all tbe Letters, Essays, VersBt, 
and Advertisements, occasioned by Pope and Swift'i 
Miseellanies. Printed for A. Moore, 8vo. 1712. 

8 Key to tbe Dunciad, 3d edit. p. J& , 

9 A list of Persons, ice, at the end of tbe foienen 
tioned Collection of all the Letters, Essays, itc 
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«f his geniiu and ezoelleJicM, that, notwithitaiidiiig: 
he profenes a veneration almost rising to idolatiy for 
the writings of this inestimable poet, he would be 
veiy loath even to do him justice, at the ezpence of 
that other gentleman's character.*^ 

Mr, Ckarlet Oildon, 
after having yiolently attacked him in many pieces, 
at IdSt came to wish from his heart, * That Mr. Pope 
would be prevailed upon to give us Ovid*s Epistles 
fay his hand; for it is certain we see the original of 
Sappho to Phaon with much more life and likeness 
in his version, than in that of sir Car Scrope. And 
this (he adds) is the more to be wished, because in 
the English tongue we have scarcely any thing truly 
and naturally written upon love.^ He also, in taxing 
air Richard Blackmore for his heterodox opinions of 
Homer, challengeth him to answer what Mr. Pope 
hath said in his prefiuse to that poet. 

Mr. Oldmixon 
calls him a great master of our tongue ; declares * the ' 
parity and perfection of the English language to be 
found in his Homer; and, saying there are more good 
veises in Diyden's WxgA than in any other work, ex- 
cept this of our author only.*' 

The AtUhor of a Letter to Mr. CiOer 
says : * Pope was so good a versifier [once] that, his 
predecessor Mr. Dryden, and his contemporary Mr. 
Ynor excepted, the harmony of his numbers is equal 
to any body's. And, that he had all the merit that a 
man can have that way.'< And 

Mr. ThomoB Cocke, 
after much blemishing our author's Homer, crieth out : 
* But in his other works what beauties shine. 
While sweetest music dwells in every line ! 

1 Introduction to his Shakspeare Restored, in 4to. p. 3. 
3 Commentary on the Duke of Buckingham's Essay 
Bvo, 1721, p. 97, 98. 

3 In his prose Essay on Criticism. 

4 Printed by J. Roberts, 1743, pi 11. 
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These he admired, on these he stunpM his praiM^ 
And bade them live to brighten future days.*^ 
80 also one who takes the name of 

II, Stanhope^ 
the maker of certain verses to Duncan Campbell,^ lu 
that poem, which is wholly a satire upon Mr. Pope, 
confbsseth, 
*'Tm true, if finest notes alone could show 
(Toned justly high, or regularly low) 
That we should fame to these mere vocals gif«; 
Pope more than we can offer should receive : 
For when some gliding river is his theme, 
His lines run smoother than the smoothest stream, 
&c. 

Mist* 9 Journal, June 8, 1738. 
Akhongh he says, * The smooth numbers of the Don- 
ciad are all that recommend it, nor has it any other 
merit ;' yet that same paper hath these words : * The 
author is allowed to be a perfect master of an easy 
and elegant versification. In all his works we fiod 
the most happy tarns, and natond similes, wondeiftl- 
ly short and thick sown.' 

The Essay on the Dunciad also owns, p. 2S, itis 
very full of beantiful images. But the panegyric 
which crowns all that can be said on this poem, is 
bestowed by our laureate, 

Mr. CoBey Cibher, 
who * grants it to be a better poem of its kind than 
ever was writ ;* but adds, *it was a victory over a 
parcel of poor wretches, whom it was almost cow 
ardice to conquer. — A man might as well triumph for 
having killed so many silly flies that offended him. 
Could he have let them alone, by this time, poor souls! 
they had all been buried in oblivion.'^ Here we see 

1 Battle of the Poets, folio, p. 15. 
3 Printed under the title of the Progress of Dulntsss, 
ISmo, 1728. 
3 Gibber's Letter to Mr. Pope, p. 9. 13. 
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3iir cizcellent lanreete allows the joitiee of die ntbe 
on every mtn in it, Iwit himself; as the great Mr 
Dennis did before him. 

The said 

Mr. Dennis and Mr. QHdon^ 
in the most furious of all their words (the forecited 
Character, p. 5,) do in conceit > confess, * that some 
men of good understanding valae him for his rhymes.* 
And (p. YD *■ that he has got, like Mr. Bayes in the 
Rehearsal, (that is, like Mr. Dryden,) a notable knack 
at rhyming, and writing smooth verse.' 

On his Essay on Man, numerous were the praises 
bestowed by his avowed enemies, in the imagination 
that the same was not written by him, as it was print- 
ed anonymously. 

Thus sang of it eVen 

BezdUd Morris: 

* Auspicious bard ! while all admire thy strain, 

All but the selfish, ignorant, and vain ; 

1 In concert] Hear how Mr. Dennis hath proved our 
mistake in this case : ' As to my writing in concert witb 
Mr. Gildon, I declare upon the honour and word of a 
gentleman, that I never wrote so much as one line in 
concert with any one man whatsoever. And these two 
letters Arom Gildon will plainly show, that we are not 
writers in concert with each other 
"Sir, 

"■ The height of my ambition is to please men of the 
best Judgment ; and, finding that I have entertained my 
master agreeably, I have the extent of the reward of my 
labour." 
•' Bir. 

" 1 had not the opportunity of hearing of your excellent 
pamphlet till tliis day. I am infinitely satisfied and 
pleased with it, and hope you will meet with that en< 
couragement your admirable performance deserves, Ac. 

" Ch. Gildon.** 

' Now is it not plain, that any one who sends such 
nompliments to another, has not been used to write in 
partnership with him to whom he sends them?' Dennis 
Remarks on tlie Dunciad, p. 50. Mr. Dennis is thera- 
fore welcome to take this piece to himself. 
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I, whom no bribe to senrile flattery draw, 
Must pay the tribute to thy merit due: 
Thy muse sublime, significant, and dear. 
Alike informs the soul, and charms the ear,' &c 
And 

Mr. Leonard WeUtead 
thus wrote^ to the unknown author, on the first pub- 
lication of the said Essay ; * I must own, after the re- 
ception which the vilest and most immoral ribaldry 
hath lately met with, I was surprised to see what I 
had long despaired, a performance deserving the name 
of a poet Such, sir, is your work. It is, indeed 
above all commendation, and ought to have been pub- 
lished in an age and country more worthy of it. If 
my testimony be of weight any where, you are sure 
to have it in the amplest manner,* iS^. &c. &c. 

Thus we see every one of his works hath been ex- 
tolled by one or other of his most inveterate enemies; 
and to the success of them all they do unanimously 
give testimony. But it is sufficient imtar ommufR, to 
behold the great critic, Mr. Dennis, sorely lamenting 
it, even from the Essay on Criticism to this day of the 
Dunciad ! * A most notorious instance (quoth he) of 
the depravity of genius and taste, the approbation this 
Essay meets with.^1 can safely affirm, that I never 
attacked any of these writings, unless they had suc- 
cess infinitely beyond their merit. This, though an 
empty, has been a popular scribbler. The epidemic 
madness of the times has given him reputation.' — 1£ 
after the cruel treatment so many extraordinary men 
(Spenser, lord Bacon, Ben Jonson, Milton, Butler, 
Otway, and others) have received from this countiy, 
for these last hundred years, I should shift the scene, 
and show all that penoiy changed at once to riot 

1 In a letter under bis own hand, dated March 13, 1733 
3 Dennis, Prefkoe to his Reflections on tlie Essay oa 
Criticism. 
3 Preface to bis Bemarks on Homer. 
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and profueooflBs ; and mora equandered awsy upon 
one object, than would have satisfied the greater part 
of those extraordinary men ; the reader to whom thia 
one creatare should be unknown, would fancy him » 
prodigy of art and nature, would believe thai all the 
gveat qualities of these persons were centered in him 
alone. But if I should venture to assure him, that 
the people of England had made such a choice — ^the 
reader would eithei^ believe me a malicious enemy, 
and slanderer, or that the reign of the last (Queen 
Anne's) ministiy was designed by fate to encourage 
fools.'i 

But it happens that this our poet never had any 
place, pension, or gratuity, in any shape, from the 
said glorious queen, or any of her ministers. All he 
owed, in the whole course of his life, to any court, 
was a subscription for his Homer, of jC200, from King 
Geotge I. and JClOO from the prince and princess. 

However, lest we imagine our author's success 
was constant and universal, they acquaint us of cer- 
tain works in a less degree of repute, whereof^ al- 
though owned by others, yet do they assure us he is 
die writer. Of this sort Mr. Dennis^ ascribes to him 
two farces, whose names he does not tell, but assures 
us that there is not one jest in them; and an imitation 
of Horace, whose title he does not mention, but as- 
sures us it is much more execrable than all his works.' 
The Daily Journal, May 11^ 1728^ assures us, * He is 
below Tom Durfey in the drama, because (as that 
writer thinks) the Marriage-Hater Matched, and the 
Boarding School, are better than the What-d'ye-oall- 
it ;* which is not Mr. P.'s, but Mr. Gay's. Mr. Gil- 
don assures us, in his New Rehearsal, p. 48, *That 
he was writing a play of the Lady Jane Grey :' but it 



1 Rem. on Homer, p. 8, 9. 2 lb p. & 

3 Character of Mr. Popo, p. 7. 
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afterwards proved to be Mr. Rowe*8. We are aanifr 
ed by another, ' He wrote a pamphlet called Dr. An- 
drew Tripe ;'* which proved to be one Dr. Wag«taff*s 
Mr. Theobald assures us, in Mist of the 27th of April 
^That the treatise of the Profound is very dull, and 
that Mr. Pope is the author of it.* The writer of 
Gulliveriana is of another opinion ; and says, * The 
whole, or greatest part, of the merit of this treatise 
must and can only be ascribed to Gulliver.^ [Here, 
gentle reader ! cannot I but smile at the strange Uind- 
ness and positiveness of men? knowing the said 
treatise to appertain to none other but .to me, Mar- 
tinus Scriblerus.] 

We are assured, in Wat of June 8th, *That his own 
plays and farces would better have adorned the Dun- 
ciad, than those of Mr. Theobald ; for he had neithCT 
genius for tragedy nor comedy.' Which whether 
true or not, it is not easy to judge ; in as much as he 
had attempted neither. Unless we will take it for 
granted, with Mr. Gibber, that his being once very 
angry at hearing a friend's play abused, was an infii- 
lible proof the play was his own ; the said Mr. CUk 
her thinking it impossible for a man to be much con- 
cerned for any but himself: * Now let any man judge 
(saith he) by his concern, who was the true mother of 
the child.'* 

But from all that has been said, the discerning 
reader will collect, that it little availed our author to 
have any candour, since, when he declared he did 
not write for others, it was not credited ; as little to 
have any modesty, since, when he declined writing in 
any way himself, the presumption of others was im 
puted to him. If he singly enterprised one great 
work, be was taxed of boldness and madness to a 
prodigy :* if he took assistants in another, it was com- 

1 lb. p. 6. 3 GulUv. p 336. 3 Gibber's Letters 

to Mr. P. p. 19. 4 Burnet's Hoineridos, p. 1, of bii 

translation of the Iliad. 
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plained of, and represented as a great injury to tho 
public.^ The loftiest heroics, the lowest ballads, 
treatises against the state or church, satires on lords 
and ladies, raillery on wits and authors, squabbles 
Dvrith booksellen, or even full and true accounts of 
monsters, poisons, and murders ; of any hereof was 
iliere nothing so good, nothing so bad, which hath not 
at one or other season been to him ascribed. If it 
twre no author's name, then lay he concealed ; if it 
did, he fathered it upon that author to be yet better 
concealed: if.it resembled any of his styles, then was 
it eyident ; if it did not, then disguised he it on set 
purpose. Yea, even direct oppositions in religion, 
principles, and politics, have equally been supposed 
in him inherent. Surely a most rare and singular 
character : of which let the reader make what he can. 
Doubtless most commentators would hence take 
occasion to turn all to their author's advantage, and 
from the testimony of his very enemies would affirm, 
that his capacity was boundless, as we# as his imagi- 
nation ; that he was a perfect master of all styles, and 
sU arguments ; and that there was m those times, no 
other writer, in any kind, of any degree of excellence, 
save he himself. But as this is not our own senti- 
ment, we shall determine on nothing ; but leave thee, 
gentle reader, to steer thy judgment equally between 
various opinions, and to choose whether thou wilt 
incline to the testimony of authors avowed, or of au- 
thors concealed ; of those who knew him, or of those 
who knew him not. P. 



1 The London and MisVs Journals, on his undertaking 
tlw Odyssey. 
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MARTINUS SCRIBLERUS 
OF THE POEM. 

This poem, u it eelebrateth the moit gmve tm 
ancient of thingi, Chaos, Night, and Dulnen : so k i' 
of the most grave and ancient kind. Homer (saiti^^ 
Aristotle) was the first who gave the form, and (stitf 
Horace) who adapted the measure to heroic poesy 
Bot even before this, may be rationally presamed^ 
from what the ancients have left written, was a pieoe 
by Homer, composed of like nature and matter with 
this of our poet. For of epic sort it appeareth to have 
been, yet of matter surely not unpleasant, witness 
what is reported of it by the learned archbish«p 
Eustathius, in Odyss. z. And accordingly Aristotle, 
in his Poetics, chap. iv. doth farther set forth, that as 
the Iliad and Odyssey gave example to tragedy, so did 
this poem to^omedy iu first idea. 

From these authon also it should seem, that the 
hero, or chief peraonage of it was no less obscure, and 
his understanding and sentiments no less quaint and 
strange (if indeed no more so) than any of the acton 
of our poem. Margites was the name of this person- 
age, whom antiquity recordeth to have been Dnnoe 
the first ; and surely from what we bear of him, not 
unworthy to be the root of so spreading a tree, and 
so numerous a posterity. The poem, therefore, oele 
brating him was properly and absolutely a Duncisd 
which, though now unhappily lost, yet is its nature 
sufiiciently known by the infallible tokens aforesaid. 
And thus it doth appear, that the first Dunciad was 
the first epic poem, written by Homer himself, and 
anterior even to the Iliad or Odyssey. 

Now, forasmuch as our poet hath translated those 
two famous works of Homer which are yet left, he 
did conceive it in some sort his duty to imitate thsf 
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a^o which was lost : and was therefore induced to 
bestow on it the same form which Homer's is report* 
ed to have had, namely, that of epic poem ; with a 
title also framed after the ancient Greek manner, to 
mrit, that of Dunciad. 

Wonderful it is, that so few of the moderns hare 
been stimulated to attempt some Dunciad ! since in 
the opinion of the multitude, it might cost less pain 
and toil than an imitation of the greater epic. But 
possible it is also, diat, on due reflection, the maker 
night find it easier to paint a Charlemagne, a Brate, 
ar a Godfrey with just pump and dignity heroic, thab 
a Margites, a Codrus, or a Fleckno. 

We shall next declare the occasion and the cause 
which moved our poet to this particular work. He 
liTed in those days, when (after providence had per- 
mitted the invention of printing as a scourge for the 
•ins of the leimed) paper also became so cheap, and 
printers so numerous, that a deluge of authors cover- 
ed the land ; whereby not only the petce of the ho- 
nest Hnwriting subject was daily molested, but unmeN 
oiful demands were made of his applause, yea, of his 
money, by such as would neither earn the one nor 
deserve the other. At the same time, the licence of 
the press was such, that it grew dangerous to refuse 
them either : for they would forthwith publish slan- 
ders unpunished, the authors being anonymous, and 
skulking under the wings of pubhshers, a set of men 
who neither scrupled to vend either calumny or blas- 
phemy, as long as the town would call for it. 

1 Now our author, living in those times, did con- 
ceive it an endeavour well worthy an honest satirist, 
to dissuade the dull, and punish the wicked, the only 
way that was left. In that public-spirited view he 
laid the plan of this poem, as the greatest service be 
was capable (without much hurt, or being slaio) to 

1 Vide BoB^, Du Poeme Epique, chap. viil. 
Vol. U 12 
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tender his dear country. First, taking things from 
their original, he considereth the causes creative of 
such authors, namely, dulness and poverty ; the one 
bom with them, the other contracted by neglect of 
their proper talents, through self-conceit of greater 
abilities. This truth he wrappeth in an allegory^ (as 
the construction of epic poesy requireth,) and feigns 
that one of these goddesses had-taken up her abode 
with the other, and that they jointly inspired all such 
writers and such works. He proceedeth to show 
the qualities they bestow on these authors,^ and tbe 
effects they produce :3 then the materials or stock, 
with which they furnish them ;* and, above all, that 
self-opinion^ which causeth it to seem to themselves 
vastly greater than it is, and is the prime motive of 
their setting up in this sad and sorry merchandise. 
The great power of these goddesses acting in alli- 
ance (whereof as the one is the mothAr of indusCiy, 
so is the other of plodding) was to be exempli6ed in 
some one great and remarkable action; and none could 
be more so than that which our poet hath chosen,^ viz. 
the restoration of the reign of Chaos and Night, by 
the ministry of Dulness, their daughter, in tbe removal 
of her imperial seat from the city to the polite world, 
as the action of the JSneid is the restoration of the 
empire of Troy, by the removal of the race from 
thence to Latium. But as Homer singeth only the 
wrath of Achilles, yet includes in his poem the whole 
•listory of the Trojan war, in hke manner our authot 
hath drawn into this single action the whole histoiy 
if Dulness and her children. 

A person must next be fixed upon to support this 
iction. This phantom in the poet's mind must have 

I name,7 he finds it to be ; and he becomei 

>f course the hero of the poem. 

1 Bosau, chap. vii. 2 Book I. ver. 33, &c. 

3 Vcr. 45 to 54. 4 Ver. 57 to 77. 5 Ver. 80. 

6 Ibid. cbap. vii. viii. ^ 

7 Bossu, chap. viii. Vide Aristot. Poet. cha9. ll» 
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*rhe fkble being thus, according to the beit onm 
pie, one and entire, as contained in the proposition , 
Jh» machinery is a continued chain of allegories, 
setting forth the whole power, ministry, and empire, 
or Dalneas, extended through her subordinate instru- 
ments, in all her various operations. 

This is branched into episodes, each of which hatk 
its moral apart, though all conducive to the main end. 
The crowd assembled in the second book, demon* 
■trates the design to be more extensive than to bad 
poets only, and that we may expect other episodes 
of the patrons, encouragera, or paymasters of suck 
authors, as occasion shall bring them forth. And the 
third book, if well considered, seemeth to embrace 
the whole world. Each of the games relateth to 
some or other vile class of writers : the first concern- 
eth the plagiary, to whom he giveth the name of 
Moore ; the second, the libellous novelist, whom he 
etyleth Eliza ; the third, the flattering dictator ; the 
fourth, the brawling critic, or noisy poet ; the fifth, 
the dark and dirty party writer : and so of the rest : 
assigning to each some proper name or other, such 
as he could find. 

As for the characters, the public hath already ac- 
knowledged how justly they are drawn ; the manners 
are so depicted, and the sentiment so peculiar to 
those to whom applied, that surely to transfer them 
to any other or wiser personages, would be exceed* 
ing difficult : and certain it is, that every person con- 
cerned, being consulted apart, hath readily owned 
the resemblance of every portrait, his own excepted. 
So Mr. Gibber calls them *a parcel of poor wretchesi 
io many silly flies T^ but adds, *our author's wit is 
remarkably more bare and barren, whenever it would 
fkll foul on Gibber, than upon any other person what* 



1 Gibber's Letter to Mr. P. p. 9, 12. 41. 
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The descriptions are singular, the coraparisone yeiy 
cuaint, the narration various, yet of one colour; the 
purity and chastity of diction is so preserved, that, m 
the places most suspicious, not the words but only 
the images have been censured, and yet are those 
images no other than have been sanctified by ancienl 
and classical authority (though, as was the fflannet 
of those good times, not so curiously wrapped up,) 
yea, and commented upon by the most grave docton 
.and approved critics. 

As it beareth the name of epic, it is thereby sub 
jected to such severe indispensable rules a« are laic 
on all neoterics, a strict imitation of the ancients; in 
Romuch that any deviation, accompanied with what 
ever poetio beauties, hath always been censured by 
the sound critic. How exact that limitation hath 
been in this piece, appeareth not only by its general 
Btnicture, but by particular allusions infinite, many 
whereof have escaped both the commentator and 
poet himself, yea, divers by his exceeding diligence 
are so altered and interwoven with the rest, that se- 
veral have already been, and more will be, by the ^« 
norant abused, as altogether and originally his own. 

In a word, the whole poem proveth itself to be the 
work of our author, when his faculties were in full 
vigour and perfection ; at that exact time when yean 
have ripened the judgment, without diminishing the 
imagination: which, by good critics, is held to be 
punctually at forty. For at that season it was that 
Virgil finished his Georgics ; and sir Richard Black* 
more, at the like age, composing his Arthurs, declared 
the same to be the very acme and pitch of life fyt 
epic poesy : though since he hath altered it to sixty* 
the year in which he published his Alfred.^ True it 
is, that the talents for criticism, namely, smartnesfl* 
quick censure, vivacity of remark, certainty of a 

1 See his Essays. 
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IT' J<>B, indeed all but aceibiiy, fleem rather the g^fUi 
^m% yoath than of riper age : but it is far otherwise in 
l»oeti7 ; witness the works of Mr. Rymer and Mr. 
l>e»nis, who, beginning with criticism, became after- 
"Wards such poets as no age hath paralleled. With 
good reason, therefore, did our author choose to write 
Iris essay on that subject at twenty, and reserve for 
bk matnrer years this great and wonderful work of 
tile Danciad. 



RICARDU8 ARISTARCHUS 

Of the Hen of ike Poem, 

Of the nature of Dunciad in general, whence de- 
riyed, and on what authority founded, as well as of 
the art and conduct of this our poem in particular, 
the learned and laborious Scriblerus hath, according 
to his manner, and with tolerable share of judgment, 
dissertated. But when h^ cometh to speak of the 
person of the hero fitted for such poem, in truth he 
miserably halts and hallucinates : for, misled by one 
Monsieur Bossu, a Gallic critic, he prateth of I can- 
not tell what phantom of a hero, only raised up to 
fl«ipport the fable. A. putid conceit ! as if Homer 
and Virgil, like modern undertakers, who first build 
their house, and then seek out for a tenant, had con- 
trived the story of a war and a wandering, before 
they once thought cither of Achilles or ^neas. We 
shall therefore set our good brother and the world 
also right in this particular, by assuring them, that, in 
the greater epic, the prime intention of the muse is to 
exak heroic virtue, in order to propagate the love of 
it among the children of men ; and consequently that 
tlie poet's first thought must needs be turned upon a 
veal subject meet for laud and celebration ; not one 
whom he is to make, but one whom he may find, 
iruly illustrious. This is the primum mcbUe of hu 
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poetic woiM, whence eTwy thing is to leeeive lift 
tnd motion. For, this sul^ect being foand, he is im- 
Buediately ordained, or nethei acknowledged* a h«% 
and put upon auch action as befitieth the digmly ^ 
hia character. 

But the muse oeaaeth not here her eagle-fligfat. 
For aometimea, aatiated with the eontemi^ation «f 
theae auna of glory, ahe tumetb downwaid on her 
wing, and darta with JoTe*e lightning en the goeaa 
and serpent kind. For we may apply to the muee in 
her Tarious moods what an ancient maater of wiadom 
affirmeth of the goda in generml : Si DH nm traa- 
euniur impm et mjustis, nee pios utiquejugto$que dS&- 
guoL In nimt mim diverntf mU in utramque partem 
moveri necesge est^ out in neuiram. Uaque qui ionos 
diligii, et maloa odit ; el qui moiot noa odit^ nee honu 
dStiigiU Quiaetdil^erebonoeexodiomalanimveiHt; 
et nudo» odiue exbonorwnoaritate devxniiL Which 
m our vemr mlar idiom may be thus interpreted: *If 
the gods br aot provoked at evil men, neither are they 
delighted with the good and juat. For contrary oh> 
jecta must f ither excite contrary affections, or no aA 
fections at all. So that be who loveth good men, 
must, at the same tnaae, hate the bad ; and he who 
hateth not bad men, cannot love the good : became 
to love good proceedeth from an averaion to evil, and 
to hate evil men from a tenderness to the good. 
From this delicacy of the muse arose the little epic 
(more lively and choleric than her eUier sister, whose 
bulk and complexion incline her to the phlegmatic:} 
and for this, some notorious vehicle of vice and folly 
was sought out, to make thereof an example. An 
early instance of which (nor could it escape the ac- 
curacy of Scriblerus) the father of epic poem hioh 
self affordeth us. From him the practice descended 
to the Greek dramatic poeta, his offsprings who, ia 
the composition of their tetralogy, or set of foul 
pieces, were wont to make the last a satiric tragedy 
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Hap|»i]y, (Mie of theae anciMit Dunoiadt (a* we n»y 
weU tenn it) ia como down unto us, amoDgat the tra- 
gedies of the poet fUiripidea. Aad what doth the 
peader auppoee may be the anbject thereof? Why, 
in truth, and it is worthy observation, the unequal 
coateat of an old, dull, debauched buffoon Cyclops, 
with the heaven-directed favourite of Minerva; who, 
nfter having quietly borne all the monster's obscene 
And impious ribaldry, endeth the farce in punishing 
Jbim with the mark of an indelible brand in his fore- 
head. May we not then be excused, if, for the futpu, 
we consider the epics of Homer, Virgil, and Milton, 
together with this our poem, as a complete tetralogy ; 
IB which the last worthily holdeth the place or st»> 
tioB of the satiric piece ? 

Prooeed we, therefore, in our sulgect. It hath 
been long, and, alas for pity ! still remaineth a que^ 
lion, whether the hero of the greater epic should be 
an honest man ; or, as the French critics express it, 
tm himneU homsne:^ but it never admitted of a doubt, 
but Chat the hero of the little epic should be just the 
contrary. Hence, to the advantage of our Dunciad, 
we may observe, how much juster the moral of that 
poem must needs be where so important a question 
ia previously decided. 

But then it is not every knave, nor (let me add) 
every fool, that is a fit sulgect for a Dunciad. There 
most still exist some analogy, if not resemblance of 
qnalities, between the heroes of the two poems; and 
this, in order to admit what neoteric critics call 
the parody, one of the liveliest graces of the liule 
epic. Thus it being agreed that the constituent 
qualities of the great epic hero, are wisdom, bravery, 
uid love, from whence springeth heroic virtue; it 
followeth, that thoae of the lesser epic hero should 



1 Bi un herns poStique doit Hre un hoiin^te hommy 
[, du Po^me Epiqne, liv. v. ch. 5. 
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be vanity, assurance, and debanchery, from wlueh 
happy assemblage resalteth heroic dolness, the never- 
dying subject of this oar poem. 

This being settled, come we now to particakn. It 
is the character of trae wisdom to seek its chief sap* 
port and confidence within itself; and to place that 
support in the resources which proceed fVom a con- 
scious rectitude of will. — And are the advantages of 
vanity, when arising to the heroic standard, at all 
short of this self-complacence ? nay, are they not, in 
the opinion of the enamoured owner, fiir beyond it ? 
'Let the world,' will such an one say, * impute to me 
what folly or weakness they please : but till wisdom 
can give me something that will make me more 
heartily happy, I am content to be gazed at.*' This, 
we see, is vanity according to the heroic gage or 
measure; ntA that low and ignoble species which 
pretendeth to virtues we have not ; but the laudable 
ambition of being gazed at for glorying in those vices 
which every body knows we have. *The world 
may ask,' says he, *why I make my follies public? 
Why not ? I have passed my life very pleasantly with 
them.'^ In short, there is no sort of vanity such a 
hero would scruple, but that which might go near to 
degrade him from his high station in this our Dun- 
ciad ; namely, * whether it would not be vanity in hhn, 
to take shame to himself, for not being a wise man?** 

Bravery, the second attribute of the true hero, is 
courage manifesting itself in every limb; while its 
correspondent virtue, in the mock hero, is that same 
courage all collected into the face. And as power, 
when drawn together, must needs have more foree 
and spirit than when dispersed, we generally find this 
kind of courage in so high and heroic a degree, that 
it insults not only men, but gods. Mezentios is, 



1 Ded. to the Life of C. C. 2 Life, p. 2, 8vo. edit. 
3 Ibid. 
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without doabt, the bravest character in all the iSneia : 
but how ? His bravery, we know, was a high cou- 
rage of blasphemy. And can we say less of thia 
brave man^s ? who, having told us that he placed his 
* summum bonum in those follies which he was not 
content barely to possess, but would likewise glory 
in,' adds, *if I am misguided, 'tis natijire's fault, and I 
follow her.'' Nor can we be mistaken in making 
this happy quality a species of courage, when we 
consider those illustrious marks of it, which made his 
lace ^more known (as he justly boasteth) than most 
in the kingdom ;' and his language to consist of what 
we must allow to be the most daring figure of speech, 
that which is taken from the name of God. 

Gentle love, the next ingredient of the true hero's 
composition, is a mere bird of passage, ^or (as Shak- 
speare calls it) * summer-teeming lust,' and evaporates 
in the heat of youth ; doubtless by that refinement it 
Bufifers in passing through those certain strainers 
which our poet somewhere speaketh of. But when 
it is let alone to work upon the lees, it acquireth 
strength by old age ; and becometh a lasting orna- 
ment to the little epic. It is true, indeed, there is 
one objection to its fitness for such a use : for not 
only the ignorant may think it common, but it is ad- 
mitted to be so, even by him who best knoweth its 
value. *■ Don't you think,' argueth he, * to say only 
a man has his whore, ^ ought to go for little or 
nothing ? because defendit numerus. Take the first 
ten thousand men you meet, and, I believe, you would 
be no loser if you betted ten to one that every single 
sinner of them, one with another, had been guilty of 
the same frailty .'^ But here he seemeth not to have 

1 Life of C. C. p. 23. 3 Alluding to these lines in tbt 
iplstle to Dr. Arbutbnot: 

* And has not Colly still his lord and whore, 
His butchers Henley, bis free-masons Moore?* 

3 Letter to Mr. P. p. 46. 
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done justice to himself: the man is sure enough a 
hero who hath his lady at fourscore. How doth his 
modesty herein lessen the merit of a whole well- 
spent life ! not taking to himself the commendation 
(which Horace accounted the greatest in a theatrical 
character) of continuing to the very dregs the same 
he was from the beginning, 

* Servetur ad imum 

Qualis ah incepto processerat .* 

But here, in justice both to the poet and the hero, 
let us farther remark, that the calling her his whore, 
implied she was his own, and not his neighbour's. 
Truly a commendable continence ! and such as Scipio 
himself must have applauded. For how much self^ 
denial was necessary not to covet his neighbour's 
whore! andVhat disorders must the coveting her 
have occasioned in that society, where (according to 
this political calculator) nine in ten of all ages have 
their concubines ! 

We have now, as briefly as we could devise, gone 
through the three constituent qualities of either hero. 
But it is not in any, or in all of these, that heroism 
properly or essentially resideth. It is a lucky result 
rather from the collision of these lively qualities 
against one another. Thus, as from wisdom, bravery, 
and love, ariseth magnanimity, the object of admira> 
tion, which is the aim of the greater epic ; so from 
vanity, assurance, and debauchery, springeth buf^ 
foonery, the source of ridicule, that 'laughing orna- 
ment,' as he well termeth it,< of the little epic. 

He is not ashamed (God forbid he ever should be 
ashamed !) of this character, who deemeth that not 
reason but risibility distinguisheth the human species 
from the brutal. * As nature,' saith this profound phi- 
losopher, 'distinguished our species from the mute 
sreation by our risibility, her design must hav« been 

1 Letter to Mir. P. p. 31. 



THE DUNCUD. 179 

by tluLt faculty as evidently to raise oar happineM, aa 
by our o» sublime (our erected faces) to lift the dig- 
nity of our form above them.*^ All this considered, 
bow complete a hero must he be, as well as how 
bappy a man, whose risibility lieth not barely in his 
muscles, as in the common sort, but (as himself in- 
formeth us) in his very spirits? and whose os subUme 
is not simply an erect face, but a brazen head ; as 
should seem by his preferring it to one of iron, said 
to belong to the late king of Sweden 7^ 

But whatever personal qualities a hero may have, 
the examples of Achilles and iBneas show us, that aU 
those ere of small avail, without the constant assist- 
ance of the gods ; for the subversion and erection of 
empires have never been adjudged the work of man. 
How greatly soever then we may esteem of his high 
talents, we can hardly conceive his personal prowess 
alone sufficient to restore the decayed empire of dul- 
ness. So weighty an achievement must require the 
particular favour and protection of the great; who 
being the natural patrons and supporters of letters, as 
the ancient gods were of Troy, must first be drawn 
off and engaged in another interest, before the total 
subversion of them can be accomplished. To sur- 
mount, therefore, this last and greatest difficulty, we 
have, in this excellent man, a professed favourite and 
inlhnado of the great. And look, of what force an- 
cient piety was to draw the gods into the party of 
JSneas, that, and much stronger, is modern incense, 
to engage the great in the party of dulness. 

Thus have we essayed to portray or shadow out 
this noble imp of fame. But now the impatient reader 
will be apt to say, * If so many and various graces go 
to the making up a hero, what mortal shall suffice to 
•ear his character V 111 hath he read who seeth not. 
In every trace of this picture, that individual, all-ac- 

1 Life, p. 23, 34. 2 Letter to Mr. P. p i 
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complished person, in whom these rare virtues and 
lucky circumstances have agreed to meet and con* 
centre with the strongest lustre and fullest harmony. 
The good Scriblerus indeed, nay, the world itself^ 
might be imposed on, in the late spurious editions, by 
I can't tell what sham-hero or phantom ; but it was 
not so easy to impose on him whom this egregioos 
error most of all concerned. For no sooner had the 
fourth book laid open the high and swelling scene, 
but he recognized his own heroic acts : and when he 
came to the words, 

* Soft on her lap her laureat son reclines,* 
(though laureat imply no more than one crowned 
with laurel, as befitteth any associate or consort in 
empire,) he loudly resented this indignity to violated 
Mi^jesty. Indeed, not without cause, he being there 
represented as fast asleep ; so misbeseeming the eye 
of empire, which, like that of Providence, should 
never doze nor slumber. ' Hah !* saith he, * fast asleep, 
it seems ! that 's a little too strong. Pert and dull at 
least you might have allowed me, but as seldom 
asleep as any fool.'* However, the injured hero may 
comfort himself with this reflection, that though it be 
a sleep, yet it is not the sleep of death, but of immor- 
tality. Here he wilP live at least, though not awake; 
and in no worse condition than many an enchanted 
warrior before him. The famous Durandante, for in 
stance, was, like him, cast into a long slumber by 
Merlin the British bard and necromancer ; and his 
example for submitting to it with a good grace, might 
be of use to our hero. For that disastrous knight be- 
ing sorely pressed or driven to make his answer by 
several persons of quality, only replied with a sigh, 
Patience, and shuffle the cards.'^ 
But now, as nothing in this world, no not the most 

! Letter to Mr. P. p .5,?. 2 I/Cttor. p. J. 

I) LKia Uwixolu, pari ii. book ii. ch. 22. 
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Htered and perfeet things, either of religion or go- 
Temment, can escape the sting of envj, methinks ] 
already hear these carpers oligecting to die cleameis 
of our hero*8 title. 

*It would never,* say they, 'have been esteemed 
sufficient to make a hero for the Iliad or ^neis; that 
Achilles was brave enough to overturn one empire, 
or ^neas pious enough to raise another, had they not 
been goddess born, and princes bred. What then 
did this author mean, by erecting a player instead of 
one of his patrons (a person, ** never a hero even on 
the stage," to this dignity of colleague in the empire 
of dulness, and achiever of a work that neither old 
Omar, Attila, nor John of Leyden could entirely 
bring to pass 7* 

To all this we ^ave, as we conceive, a sufficient 
uiawer from the Roman historian, fabfrvm esse sua 
quemqueforfuruB: *that every man is the smith of his 
own fortune.* The politic Florentine, Nicholas 
Machiavel, goeth still further, and affirmeth that a 
man needeth bat to believe himself a hero to be one 
of the worthiest. *Let him,* saith he, *but fancy 
himself capable of the highest things, and he will of 
course be able to achieve them.* From this principle 
it follows, that nothing can exceed our hero's prow- 
ess, as nothing ever equalled the greatness of his con- 
ceptions. Hear how he constantly paragons himself; 
at one time. to Alexander the Great and Charles XII. 
of Sweden, for the excess and delicacy of his am- 
bition ;2 to Henry IV. of France, for honest policy ;• 
to the first Brutus, for love of liberty ;* and to sir 
Robert Walpole, for good government while in pow- 
er:^ at another time, to the godlike Socrates, for hi* 
diversions and amusemenfs ^ to Horace, Montaigne, 
and sir William Temple, for an elegant vanity that 



1 Sec Life, p. 148. 

4 p. aoe. 5 p. 
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maketh then for ever read and admiied •} to two lord 
chancellors, for law, from whom, when confederaie 
against him, at the bar, he carried away the prize of 
eloquence ;^ and, to say all in a word, to the right 
reverend the lord bishop of London himself, in the 
art of writing pastoral letters.* 

Nor did his actions fall short of the sublimity of his 
conceit. In his early youth he met the Revolution^ 
face to face in Nottingham, at a time when his bet- 
ters contented themselves with following her. It 
was here he got acquainted with Old Battle-array, of 
whom he hath made so honourable mention in one 
of his immortal odes. But he shone in courts as well 
as in camps ; he was called up when the nation fell 
in labour of this Revolution ;^ and was a gossip i^ her 
christening, with the bishop and the ladies.^ 

As to his birth, it is true he pretendeth no relation 
either to heathen god or goddess; but, what is as 
good, he was descended from a maker of both/ And 
that he did not pass himself on the world for a hero, 
as well by birth as education, was his own fault : for 
his lineage he bringeth into his life as an anecdote, 
and is sensible he had it in his power to be thought 
nobody's son at all r^ and what is that but coming into 
the world a hero ? 

But be it (the punctilious laws of epic poesy so re- 
quiring) that a hero of more than mortal birth must 
needs be had ; even for this we have a remedy. We 
can easily derive our hero's pedigree from a goddess 
of DO small power and authority amongst men ; and 
legitimate and instal him after the right classical and 
authentic fashion : for, hke as the ancient sages found 
a son of Mars in a mighty warrior; a son of Neptune 
in a skilful seaman ; a son of Phmbus in a harmonious 
poet ; so have we here, if need be, a son of Fortune 

1 See Life, p. 435. 3 p. 436, 437. 3 p. S3. 4 p. 47. 
3 p. 57. <S p. 58, 59. 7 A sUtuary. 8 Life, p. 6. 
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in an aitfiil gameiter. And who fitter than the off" 
spring of Chance, to anist in reBtoring the empire of 
Night and Chaos? 

There is, in truth, another objection of greater 
weight, namely, * That this hero still ezisteth, and 
hath not yet finished his earthly coarse. For if So- 
lon said well, 

'- ultima semper 
Expectanda dies bomini : dicique beatus 
Ante obitum nemo eupremaque funera debet V 

f no man be called happy till his death, snrely maeb 
less can any one, till then, be prmiounced a hero : this 
species of men being £ir more sukyect than others to 
the caprices of fortune and hamoar.* Bat to this also 
we have an answer, that will (we hope) be deemed 
decisive. It cometh from himself; who, to cut this 
matter short, hath solemnly protested that he will 
never change or amend. 

With regard to his vanity, he declareth that nothing 
shall ever part them. * Nature,* said he, * hath amply 
sapplied me in vanity ; a pleasure which neither the 
pertness of wit, nor the gravity of wisdom, will ever 
persuade me to part with.*' Our poet had charitably 
endeavoured to administer a cure to it : but he telleth 
as plainly, * My superiors perhaps may be mended by 
him ; but for my part I own myself incorrigible. I 
took upon my follies as the best part of my fortune.*^ 
And with good reason ; we see to what they have 
brought him ! 

Secondly; as tobafiooneiy. *Is it,* saith he, *a 
time of day for me to leave off these fooleries, and 
net up a new character? I can no more put off my 
follies than my skin ; I have oflen tried, but they stick 
too close to me : nor am I sure my friends are dis* 
oleased with them, for in this light I afford them fre* 
quent matter of mirth, &c. &c*^ Having then so 

1 SeeLtfb, p 424. 3 p 19. 3 p. 17. 
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publicly declared biowelf incorrigible, he u becouM 
dead in law (I mean the law epopcsian) and deTolT- 
eth upon the poet as his property ; who may take 
him, and deal with him as if he had been dead as long 
as an old Egyptian here : that is to say, embowel and 
embalm him for posterity. 

Nothing, therefore (we conceive) remaineth to bin- 
der his own prophecy of himself from taking imme- 
diate effect A rare felicity ! and what few prophets 
have had the satisfaction to see, alive ! Nor can we 
conclude better than with that extraordinary one of 
his, which ia conceived in these oraculous woidsi 
* my dalness will find somebody to do it right.'^ 
Tandem Pbcebus adest, morsusqne inferre paraatem 
Coogelat, et patuloe, ut erant, indurat hiatus.*^ 



BY AUTHORiry. 
By virtne of the authority in us vested by the aoi 
for subjecting poets to the power of a licenser, we 
have revised this piece ; where, finding the style and 
appe lation of King to have been given to a certain 
pretender, paeudo-poet, or phantom, of the name of 
Tibbald ; and apprehending the same maybe deemed 
in some sort a reflection on majesty, or at least an in- 
sult on that legal authority which has bestowed on 
another person the crown of poesy : We have ordered 
the said pretender, pseudo-poet, or phantom, utteriy 
to vanish and evaporate out of this work; and do 
declare the said throne of poesy from henceforth to 
be abdicated and vacant, unless duly and lawfully 
supplied by the laureate himself. And it is herebjp 
enacted that no other person do presume to fill the 

same 

CC. CK. 

1 See Life, p. 243, 8vo. edit. 

S Ovirf, of the serpent biting at Orpbeus's head. 
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TO DR. JONATHAN SWIFT. 

BOOK THE FIRST. 
ARGUMENT. 
The proposition, the invocation, and the inflcriptioB. 
Then the original of the great empire of Dninese, and 
cause of the continuance thereof. The college of the 
goddess in the city, with her private academy fbr poets 
in particular : the governors of it, and the four cardi* 
nal virtues. Then the poem hastes into the midst of 
things, presenting her, on the evening of a lord-mayor's 
day, revolving the long suooesston of her sons, and the 
glory piast and to come. She fixes.her eyes on Bays to 
be the instrument of that great event which is the 
subject of the poem. He is described pensive among 
his books, giving up the cause, and anirehending the 
period of her empire. After debating whether to be- 
take himself to the church, or to gaming, or to party- 
writing, he raises an altar of [Hroper books, and (mak- 
ing first his solemn prayer and declaration) purposes 
thereon to sacrifice all his unsuccessful writings. As 
the pile is kindled, the goddess beholding the fiamo 
from her seat, files and puts it out, by casting upon it 
the poem of Thul6. She forthwith reveals herself to 
him, tr%n8ports him to her temple, unfolds her arts, 
and initiates him into her mysteries ; then announcing 
the death of Busden, the poet laureate, anoints him, 
carries him to court, and proclaims him successor. 

The mighty mother, and her son, who brings 
The Smithfield mus^s to the ear of kings, 
I sing. Say you, her instruments, the great ! 
CallM to this work by Dulness, Jove, and Fate ; 



The Dunctad, sic MS.] It may well be disputed who- 
tbcr thi« be a right reading. Ou<;ht it not ratherbe ^Ued 
Dunceiad, ns the etymology evidently demacdi'^ Dunct 
Vol. U. ' 13 



186 POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 

YoU) by whose care, in yain decried and caraed, 
Still Dunce the second reigns like Dunce the first ; 



with an e, therefore Dunceiad with an e. That acearate 
and punctual man of lelten, the reatoper of Shakespear 
constantly observe* the preservation of this very ieuor e, 
in spellinf the name of his beloved suthor, and not like hia 
common careless editors, with the omission of one. nay, 
aometimes of two ee*s(as 8hakspear,) which is utterly un- 
pardooahle. * Nor is the oecleet of a single letter so trivial 
as to some it may appear ; the alteration whereof in a learn- 
ed language is an achievement that brin|[s honour to tbo 
critic who advances it ; and Dr. Bentley will be remembered 
to posterity for his performances of this sort, as long as ibe 
world shail have any esteem for the remains of Henander 
■ad PhUemoa.* TkeebaU, 

This is surely a slip in the ieamad author of the forageing 
note ; there having been aiooe produced by an accurate au- 
tiquary, an autograph of Shakespeare himself, whereby it 
appears that he spelled his own name without the first e. 
And upon this authority it was, that those moat critical 
cnraton of his monument in Westminster Abbey erased th« 
former wroM reading, and restored the true spelling on a 
new piece or old ^Egyptian granite. Nor for this only dci 
they deserve our thanks, but for exhibiting on the ssrae 
monument the first spociraen of an edition of an author in 
marble; whereas may be seen on comparing the tomb with 
the book) in the space of five lines, two words and a whole 
verse are changed, and it is to be hoped will there stand, 
and outlast whatever hath been hitherto done in paper; as 
for the future, our learned sister university (the other eye 
of England) is taking care to perpetuate a total new Shake- 
speare at the Clarendon press. * BentL 

It is to be noted that this great critic also has omitted one 
cireuoulaace; which is, that the inscription with the name 
of Shaaespeare was intended to be placed on the msrb'fi 
scroll to which he points with h'u band ; instead of which il 
is now placed behind his back, and that specimen of sn 
edition is put on the scroll, which indeed Shakespeare hath 
great reason to point at. jf nra. 

Though I have as just a value for the tetter E, as anr 
grammarian living, and the same aflfection for tiit; naroe or 
this poem as any critic for that of his author ; yet ca/innt it 
induce me to agree with those who would aid yet snother 
e to it, and call it (he Dnneeiade: which being a French 
and foreign termination, is no way proper to a word entirely 
English, and vemncular. One e therefore in this cue k 
right, nnd two ee's wrong. Yet upon the whole, I vhall fol* 
low the manuscript, and print it without any e at all ; moved 
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Say, how the goddess bade Britannia sleep, 
And pour*d her spirit o'er the land and deep. 

KKMARKS. 

thereto by authoritv (at all times, with critics, equal, if not 
Buperior to reason.) In which method of proceedinff, lean 
.lover enoof h praise my food frioDd the exact Mr. Thomas 
Hearne ; who, if any word occur, which lo him and all 
tuankind is evidently wrong, yet keeps be it in the text with 
due reverence, and only remarks in the marftn, Sic MS. In 
like manner we shall not amend this error in the title itself, 
bat only note it obitery to evince to the learned that it was 
not our fault, nor any effect of our ignorance or inattention. 

SeriiL 

This poem was written in the year 1796. In the next 
year an im[>erfeot edition was publiahed at Dublin, and re- 
printed at London in twelves; another at Dublin, and 
another at London, in octavo ; and three others in twelves 
the same year. But there was no perfect edition before 
that of London, in quarto ; which was attended with notes. 
We are willing to acquaint posterity, that this poem was 
presented to King George the Second and his queen, by ths 
bands of Sir Robert Walpole, on the 13th of March, 1738 ft. 

Schol Vet. 

It was expressly confessed in the preface to the first 
edition, that this poem was not published by the autbor biro- 
self. It was printed originally in a foreign country: and 
what foreign country 1 Why, one notoriou^or blunders ; 
where finding blanks only instead of proper names, these 
blunderers filled them up at their pleasure. 

The very hero of the poem hath been mistaken to this 
hour ; so that we were oblif ed to open our notes with a dis- 
covery who be really was. We learn from the former editor, 
that this piece was presented by the hands of sir Robert 
Walpole to King George II. Now the author directly tells 
us, bis hero is the man 

who brings 

The Smithfield muses to the ear of kings. 
And it is notorious who was the person on whom thii 
prince conferred the honour of the laurel. 

It appears as pisinly from the apostrophe to the great in 
the thinl verso, that Tibbald could not be the person, who 
was never an author in fashion, or caressed by the great ; 
whereas this single characteristic is sufficient to point out 
the true hero : who, above all other poets of his time, was 
the peculiar delight and chosen companion of the nobility 
of England ; and wrote, as he himself tells us, certain of hit 
works nt ihe earnest desire of personr of quality. 

Lr stiy, the sixth verse afibrds full proof; this poet being 
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In eldest time, ere mortals writ or read. 
Ere Pallas issued from the Thunderer's head, 
Dulness o'er all possessed her ancient right. 
Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night : 
Fate in their dotage this fair idiot gave, 
Gross as her sire, and as her mother grave, 
Laborioot, heavy, busy, bold, and blind. 
She ruled, in native anarchy, the mind. 



the only one trbo was uniyersaliy known to have bad a son 
so ozactly like him, io his poetical, tbeatrieai, poiitieal, aad 
moral capaeities, that it could justly be said of him, 

* Still Doocethe second reigns like Dunce the first.* 

Benti. 

Ver. 1. The mig;hty mother, and her son, Jtc.] The 
reader ought here to be cautioned, that the mother, and not 
the son, is the principal agent of this poem, the latter of 
them is only chosen as her eolleagae (as was anciently the 
custom in Rome before some great expedition,) the maia 
action of the poem being by no means the coronation of the 
laureate, which is performed in the Terv firit book, but the 
testoration of the empire of Dulness in Britain, which is not 
accomplishedtill the last. 

Ver. 2. Th? Smtthfield Muses.] Smithfield is the place 
where Bartholomew fair was kept, whose shows, roachioes, 
and dramatical entertainment*, formerly agreeable only to 
the taste of the rabble, were by the hero of this poem, and 
others of equal genius, brought to the theatres of Covent- 
garden, Lincoln's inn-fields, and the Hay-market, to be the 
reigning pleasures of the court and town. This happened 
in the reigns of King George I. and II. See Book iii. 

Ver. 4. B;^ Dulness, Jove, and Fate :J i. e. by their judg- 
ments, their interests, and their inclinations. 

Ver. 15. Laborious, heavy, busy, bold, tee.] I wonder 
the learned Scribleros has omitted to advertise the reader, 
at the opening of this poem, that Dulness here is not to be 
taken contractedly for mere stupidity, but in the eolsrged 
sense of the word, for all slowness of apprehension, short- 
ness of sight, or imperfect sense of thin^8. It includes (as 
we see by the poet's own words) labour, industry, and some 
degrees of activity and boldness; a ruling principle not 
inert, but turning topsy-turvy the understanding, and indu- 
cing an anarchy or confused state of mind. This remark 
ought to be carried along with the reader throughout the 
work ; and without this caution he will be apt to roistaks 
the importance of many of the characters, as well as of the 
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Still her old empire to restore she tries, 
For, boru a goddess, Dulness never dies. 

Oh thou ! whatever title please thine car^ 
Dean, Drapier, Bickerstaff, or Gulliver 1 20 

Whether thou choose Cervantes' serious air. 
Or laugh and shake in Rabelais' easy chair, 
Or praise the court, or magnify mankind, 
Or thy grieved country's copper chains unbind, 
From thy Boeotia though her power retires. 
Mourn not, my Swift, at aught our realm acquires 
Here pleased behold her mighty wings outspread 
To hatch a new Saturnian age of lead. 

Close to those walls where Folly holds her throne, 
A nd laughs to think Monroe would take her down, 30 
Where o'er the gates, by his famed father's hand, 
Great Gibber's brazen, brainless brothers stand ; 

RKMAKKS. 

flesign uf the poet. HeDce it is that some have eomiriaiirad 
h« chooses too mean a sublect, and imagioed he emptovi 
himself like Domitian, ia killing flies ; whereas those Vho 
have the true key will find he sports with nobler quarrv, and 
embraces a larger compass ; or (as one saith oq a like oc 
easjon,) 

> Will see his work, like Jacob's ladder rise, 

Its fool io dirt, its head amid the skies.' BetUL 

Ver. 17. Still her old empire to restore.] This lestoratioo 
makes tlie completion of the poem. Vide Book iv. 

Ver. 23. Laugh aod shake io Rabelais* eaw chair.] The 
imagery is extiuisite; aod the equivoque in the last words,- 
gives a peculiar elegance to the whole expression. The 
easy chair suits his age : Rabelais* easy chair marks bis cha- 
racter ; and he filled and possessed it as the right heir and 
successor of that original genius. 

Ver. 23. Or praise the court, or magnify mankind.] 
Irmiiee, allading to Gulliver's representations of both The 
ne.\t tine relates to the papers of the Draper against the cur- 
rency of Wood's copper coin in Ireland, which, upon the 
great discontent of the people, his migesty was moat gra- 
ciously pleased to recall. 

Ver. ^. Mourn not, iny Swiffc, at aught our realm ae- 
quiies.] Ironiee iUrum. The politics of England and Ire- 
land were at this time by some thought to w opposite, or 
■nterferiaff with each other. Dr. Swift of course was in the 
nterest of the Intter, our aiithor of the formpr. 

Ver. 31. By his fdined laiher's hand.] Mr. CahisGabri«i 



J 
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One cell there is, conceard from vulgar eye, 

The cave of poverty and poetry. 

Keen, hollow winds howl through the bleak recess. 

Emblem of music caused by emptiness. 

Hence bards, like Proteus, long in vain tied down. 

Escape in monsters, and amaze the town 

Hence Miscellanies spring, the weekly boast 

Of CurlPs chaste press, and Lintot's rubric post : 4C 

Hence hymning Tybum*s el^ac lines, 

Hence journals, medleys. Mercuries, magazines, 

■Sepulchral lies, our holy walls to grace. 

And new-year odes, and all the Grub-street race. 

KBMARKS. 

Cibbor, father of the poet-laureate. The two statues of 
the lUDatics over the gates of Bedlam-hoapital were doae by 
litm, and (as the son justly Bays of them) are no ill mooa- 
ments of his fame as an artist. 

Ver. 34. Poverty and poetry.] 1 cannot here omit a re- 
mark that will greatly endear our author to every one, who 
shall attentively observe that huftianity and candour, which 
every where appears in him towards those unhappy objects 
of the ridicule of all mankind, the bad poets. He there im- 
putes all scandalous rhymes, scurrilous weekly papers, base 
flatteries, wretched elegies, songs, and verses (even from 
those sung at court, to ballads in the street,} not so much to 
malice or servility as to duloess, and not so nmch to dulness 
as to necessity. And thus, at the very comroencemeot of 
his satire, makes an apology for all that arc to he satirized. 

Ver. 40. Curd's chaste press, and Lintot*s robrie post :] 
Two booksellers, of whom see Book ii. 'I'he former was 
fined by the Court of King's Bench for pobiishinsr obscene 
books ; the latter usually Morned bu shop with titles in rod 
letters. 

Ver. 41. Hence hymning Tyburn's eleflae lines.] It is an 
ancient English custom for the malefactors to sing a {isalm 
at their execution at Tyburn ; and no less eustomory tu 
print elegies on their deaths, at the same limn, or berore. 

Ver. ^. Sepulchral lies,] is a just satire on Ute flafittrira 
and fulsehoods sdmitted to be inscrihi'd on the walle of 
shurcheii, in epitaphs; which occasioned the following 
3pigram : 

' Friend ! in your epitaphs, I'm grieved 

So very much is iuui ; 
One half will never be believed, 
The other never read.' 

Vet. 4'*. New-year ode* * MaJe l<y the {ioet-lauraatc 
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In clouded majesty here Dulnesa shone ; 
Four guardian viitues, round, support her throne : 
Fierce champion Fortitude, that knows no fears 
Of hisses, blows, or want, or loss of ears : 
Calm Temperance, whose blessings those partake. 
Who hunger and who thirst for scribbling' sake : dO 
Prudence, whose glass presents the approaching jail: 
Poetic Justice, with her lifted scale. 
Where, in nice balance, truth with gold she weighs, 
And solid pudding against empty praise. 

Here she beholds the chaos dark and deep, 
Where nameless somethings in their causes sleep, 
Till genial Jacob, on a warm third day, 
Calls forth each mass, a poem or a play : 
How hints, like spawn, scarce quick in embryo lie ; 
How new-born nonsense first is taught to cry. 60 
Maggots, half-form'd, in rhyme exactly meet. 
And learn to crawl upon poetic feet : 
Here one poor word a hundred clenches makes, 
And ductile Dulne^s new meanders takes ; 
There motley images her fancy strike, 
Figures ill-pair*d, and similes unlike. 
She sees a mob of metaphors advance. 
Pleased with the madness of the mazy dance; 

REMARKS. 

for the lime being, to be sung at court on every new-year's 
day, the words of which are happily drowned in the voic«s 
and instruments. 'Vhe new-year odea of the hero of this 
work were of a cast distinguished from all that preceded 
him, and made a conspicuous part of his character as a 
writer, which doubtless induced our author to mention them 
here so particularly. 

Ver. 45. In clouded majesty here Dulness shone.] See 
this clond removed or rolled back, or gathered up to her 
head, Book ir. ver. 17, 18. It is worth while to compare 
his description of the majesty of Dulness in a state of peace 
and tranquillity, with that more busy scene where she 
mounts the throne in triumph, and is not so much supported 
by her own virtues, as by the princely consciousness of ha- 
ving destroyed all other. 

Ver. 57. Genial Jacob] Tonson. The famous race Cf 
bookaeliers of that name. 
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Kow tragedy and comedy embrace; 
How farce and epic get a jumbled race ; 70 

How Time himself stands stiil at her command. 
Realms shift their place, and ocean turns to land { 
Here gay description Egypt glads with showers ; 
Or gives to Zembia fruits, to Barca flowers ; 
Glittering with ice here hoary hills are seen. 
There painted valleys of eternal green, 
In cold December fragrant chaplets blow. 
And heavy harvests nod beneath the snow. 

All these, and more, the cloud-compelling qaeea 
Beholds through fogs, that magnify the scene. 80 
She, tinsel'd o'er in robes of varying hues. 
With self>applause her wild creation views ; 
Sees momentary monsters rise and fall. 
And with her own fools' colours gilds them all. 

'Twas on the day, when * * rich and grave. 
Like Cimon triumph'd both on land and wave : 
rPomps without guih, of bloodless swords and maces, 
Glad chains, warm furs, broad banners, and broad 

faces,) 
Now night descending, the proud scene was o'er. 
But lived in Settle's numbers, one day more. 90 

Now mayors and shrieves all hush'd and satiate laj. 
Yet eat, in dreams, the custard of the day ; 
While pensive poets painful vigils keep, 
Sleepless themselves, to give their readers sleep 

REMARKS. 

Ver. 85, 88. 'Twas on llie day, wliea * * rich and ffrave 
— Liko Cimon triumph**]] Viz. a lurd mayor's day; hiii 
name the author bad left in blanks, but most certainly could 
never be that which the editor foisted in formerly, and 
which no way agrees with the chronology of the poena. 

BentL 

The procession of a lord mayor is made partly by land 
and partly by water. Cimon, the famous Athenian f eoeral, 
obtained a victory by sea, and another by land on loe same 
day, over the Persians and Barbarians. 

Ver. 90. But lived, in Settle's numbers, one day mors 
A beautiful mannr of speaking, usual with poets, lo prube 
of poetry. 
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Maoh to the mindful qaeen the feast recalls 
What city swans once sung within the walls ; 
much she revolves their arts, their ancient praise, 
And sure succession down from Hejwood's days, 
She saw with joy, the line immortal run, 
Each sire imprest and glaring in his son : 100 

So watchful Bruin forms, with plastic care, 
Each growing lump, and brings it to a bear. 
She saw old Pryn in restless Daniel shine. 
And Eusden eke out Blackmore's endless line : 

EEMARKS. 

Ibtd. But lived, in 3eUle*« numbers, one day more.] Set- 
tle was poet to the city of Loudon. His office was to com- 
pose yearly panegyrics upon the lord mayors, and verses to 
be spoken in the pageants: but that part of the shows beiog 
at lenxih frugally abolished, the employment of City-poet 
ceased; so that upon Settle's demise, there was no successor 
to-that place. 

Ver. Ud. John Heywood, whose iatarlades were prkited 
in the time of Henry VIII. 

Ver. 103. Old Pryn in restless Daniel.] The first edition 
liad it, 

* She saw in Norton all hb father shine :* 
a great mistake ! for Daniel de Foe had parts, bat Norton 
de Foe was a wretched writer, and never attempted poetry. 
Moch more justly is Dnniel himself, made successor to Vv. 
Pryn, both of whom wrote versies as well as Politics; as ap- 
pears by the poem di Jure Divmo^ &e. of De Foe, and br 
some linoj in Cowley's Miscellanies on the other. And 
both these authors had a resemblance in their fates as well 
as their writings, having been alike sentenced to the pillory. 

Ver. 104. Ami Eusden eke out, &c.] Lawrence Eusden, 
poet laureate. Mr. Jacob gives a catalogue of some few 
only of his works, which were very numerous. Mr. Oooke, 
in his Battle of Poets, saitb of him, 

• Eusden, a laurcfd bard by fortune rais'd, 
By very few was read, by fewer praised.* 
Mr. Oldmixon, in his Arts of Logic and Rhetoric, p. 413, 
414, affirms, * Ttuit of all the Galimatias he ever met with, 
none comes up to some verses of this poet, which have as 
much of the ridieulum and the fustian, in them as can well 
be jumbled lognlher, niid^rp of that sort of nonsense, whieb 
so perfectly coiitoundu all id«>as, that there is no distinct one 
kift io lliH miixi.' Farther he says of him, 'That he hath 
prophesied his own .poetry shall be sweeter than CatuUas, 
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She saw slow Phillips cnep lik« Tutei't poor page 
And all the mighty mad in Dennis rag«. 

t , ,. 1 1 II — . 

mBMAEKfl. 

Ovid, and Tibullas: but we have little hope of the a6eoa 
lilishrnent of it, from what he hath lately published.* Upon 
which Mr. Oidmixon has not ipared a reflection, *Tbas 
the puttiog the laurel on the head of one who writ sach 
vcne8, will give futurity a very lively idea of the jadgnMnt 
and justice of those who bestowed it.' Ibid. p. 417. But 
the well-known learning of that noble person, who was then 
lord chamberlain, mif^ht have screened him from this un- 
mannerly reflection. Nor ought Mr. Oidmixon to complain, 
10 long afler, that the laurel would have better become his 
own brows, or any other^s : it were more decent to acquiese* 
in the opinion of the duke of Buckingham upon this matlsr : 
' — In rush'd Eusden, and cried who shall have it. 
But I the true laureate, to whom the king gave itr 
Apollo begg'd pardon, and granted bis claim, 
But vow'd that till then he ne'er heard of bis name.' 
Session of PoetM, 
The same plea might also serve for his successor, Mr. Gib- 
ber: and is further strengthened in the following epigram 
made on that.occasioa : 

' In merry Old England it once was a rule 
The king had his poet, and also his fool ; 
But now we're so frugal, I'd have you to know it. 
That Cibber can serve both for fool and for poet.' 
Of Blackmore, see Book ii. Of Phillips, Book i. ver. 908, 
and Book iii. propefin. 

Nahnm Tate was poet laureate, a cold writer of no in- 
vention ; butsomeiiniee translated tolerably when befriended 
bv Mr. Dryden. In his second part of Absolom and Acbito- 
phel are above two hundred admirable lines together, of 
that great hand, which strongly shine through the insipidity 
of the rest. Something parallel may be observed of anotber 
author here mentioneid. 

Ver. 108. And all the mighty mad in Dennis rnge. J Mr 
Theobald, in the Censor, vol. ii. No. 3.3, calls Mr. Dennis 
by the name of Furius. * The modern Furius is to be looked 
upon more as an object of pity, than of that which he daily 
provokes, laughter and contempt. Did we really know 
bow much this poor man' [I wish that reflection on poverty 
aad been spared] 'suflers by being contradicted, or which is 
the same thing in effect, by hearing another praised ; we 
should, in compassion sometimes attend to him wi^.h a silent 
nod, and let him go away with the triumphs of his ill-nsture. 
— Poor Furius, (again) when any of his contem^iraries sre 
spoken well, of, quitting the graand of the present dispals, 
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1b each the marks ber imsge JiiU ezpratt, 
But chief in Bajw't monttfliwbleediDg breast: 



■tepa back a ihouaand years to call in tUe suecoar of the 
aaeients. Uta very panegyric ia spitelul, aod be ums it for 
the same reason as some ladies do their comioendatiuo of a 
dead beauty, wfao would never have their good word, but 
that a living oue happened to be mentioned in their com* 
paoj. His applause u not the tribute of bis heart, but the 
saorifioe of his revenge,* &c. Indeed, his pittces against our 
poet are somewhat of an aMry character, and as they are 
DOW scarce extant, a taste of this style may be satisfactory 
to the curious. *A yous^, squab, short ^entleoiao, whose 
outward form, though it should be that of downright 
monkey, would not differ so much from the human shape 
as his unthinking immaterial part does from human under- 
standing. — He is as stupid and as venomous as a hunch- 
backed toad. A book through which folly and ignoranoe, 
those brethren so lams and impotent, do ridiculously look 
big aod very dull, and strut and hobble, cheek by jowl, 
with their arms on kimbo, being led and supported, and 
baUy-haek*d by that blind Hector, Impudence.' Beflect. on 
the Essay on Cfriticism, p. 36, 39, 30. 

It would be unjust not to add his reasons for this fury, 
they are so strong and so coercive. * I regard him,' saith 
he, * as an enemy, not so much to me, as to my king, to my 
countnr, to my religion, aod to that liberty which has been 
the sole felicity ofmv life. A vagary of fortune, who is 
sometimes pleased to be frolicsome, and the epidemic mad- 
ness of the times, have given him reputation, and ** reputa- 
tion," as Hobhes savs, " is power," and that has made him 
dadgerous. Therefore I look on it us my duty to King 
George, whose faithful subject I am ; to my country, of 
which I have appeared a constant lover ; to the laws, under 
whose protection I have so long lived ; and to the liberty of 
my country, more dear to me than life, of which I have now 
for furlv years been a constant asserter, &.c. — I. look upon it 
as my duty, I say, to do — you shall see what — to pull the 
lion's skin from this little ass, which popular error has 
thrown around him ; and to show that this author, who has 
been lately so much in vogue, has neither sense in his 
thoughts, nor English in his ezpreMion.* Dennis, Bern, on 
Horn. Pref. p. 2, 91, &c 

Besides these public-spirited reasons, Mr. D. had a pri- 
vate one; which, by his manner of expressing it in p. 93. 
appears to have been equally strong. He was even in bodily 
faar of his life, from the machinations of the said Mr. P. 
'The story,' says he, ' is too long to bo told, but who would 
be acquainted with it, may hear it from Mr. Curli, my bouJi- 
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Bays, formM by nature atafa and town to Uoaa, 

And act, and be, a coicomb with anooeia. 110 



teller. However, what m; reaeoa has inggeeted to m*^ 
that I have with a just confidence said, la defiance of bio 
two clandestine weapons, bis alander and his poiaoo.* 
Which last words of bin book {ilainly discover Mr. D*s auo- 
pieioo was ibat of beiuf poisoned, in like manner as Mr 
Curll bad been before him : of whiob fact, see a full a»d 
true account of tlie horrid and barbarous reveofe, by poison 
on the body of Edmund Curli, prifited in 1716, the year ante- 
cedent to that wherein these remarks of Mr. Deunia were 
published. But what puts it beyond all question, is a pa»- 
sage in a very warm treatise, in which Mr. D. waa abo 
coocemed, price two-pence, called, A true character of Mr. 
Pope and bis Writings, printed for 8. Popping, 1716 ; ia tba 
tenth page whereof he is said ' to have ioaulted people oa 
those calamitiea and diseases which he himsalf gave then, 
by administering poison to them;^ and is called (p. 4.) « 
* lurking way-laying coward, and a stabber in the darlt.' 
Which (witli many other things moat lively set forth m that 
piece) must have rendered him a terror, not to Mr. Dennia 
only, but to all Christian people. This charitable waramy 
only provoked our incorrigible poet to write the feilowia^ 
epigram : 
'Should Dennb publish you had stabb'd your brother, 
Lampoon'd your monarch, or debauch'dvour mother; 
Say, what revenge on Dennis can be had i 
Too dull for laughter, for reply too mad : 
On one bo poor you cannot take the law ; 
On one so old your sword you scorn to draw ; 
Uncaged then let the harmless monster rage, 
Secare in dulness, madness, want, and age.* 
For the rest ; Mr. John Dennis was the son of a saddler, 
.n London, born in 1657. He paid court to Mr. Dryden ; 
and having obtained some correspondence with Mr. Wycher- 
lev and Mr. Congreve, ho immediately obliged the public 
with their letters. He made himself known to the ^overiK 
ment by many admirable schemes and projects, which the 
ministry, for reasons best known to themselves, constantly 
kept private. For his character as a writer, it is given us as 
follows: 'Mr. Dennis is excellent at Pindaric writings, per- 
fsc^y regular in all his performances, and a person of sound 
learninr. That he is master of a great deal of penetration 
and judgment, his criticisms (particularly on Prince Arthur) 
do sufficiently demonstrate.* From the same account it 
also appears that he writ plays ' more to get reputation than 
money.* Dennis of himself. See Gilei Jacob's Lives of 
DramfPiMt^p. 68, 69, compared with p. 286. 
/ver. lOO.^ajs, form*d bv nature, A;c.J it is hoped the 
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I>iilxie« with tnotport ejFM the IiTely dunce, 
Remembering she herself was pertness onoe. 
Now (shame to fortune !) an ill run at plajr 
Blank*d his bold vraage, and a thin thiid day : 
Swearing and supperiess the hero salt. 
Blasphemed his gods, the dice, and damn*d hia fate; 

REMARKS, 
poet here bath done full jastice to his heroes character 
which it were a great mistake to imagine was wholly sank 
in atopidity ; he is allowed to have supported it with a woa- 
derfnl mixture of vivacity. This character is heightened ac* 
cording to his own desire, in a letter he wrote to oar author : 
*Pert nnd dull at least you might hare allowed me. What ! 
am I only tn he dull, and dull still, and again, and for ever V 
He then soiemnlv appealed to his own conscience, that ' h« 
could not think himself so, nor believe that our poet did ; 
bat that he spake worse of him than be could poasiblv think; 
and concluded it must bo merely to show bis wit, or for some 
profit or lucre to himself.* Life of C. C. chap. vii. and Let 
tmr to Mr. P. page 15, 40, 53. And to show his claim tc 
what the poet waa so oowilling to allow bim, of being pert 
as well as doll, he dedarea he will have the last word ; which 
occasioned the following epigram : 

Cluotb Gibber to Pope, "Though in verse you forecloae, 
I'll have the last word ; for, by G — , I'll write prose." 
Poor Colly, thy reasoning is none of the strongest, 
For know, the last word is the word that lasts longest 
Ver. 115. Supperiess the hero aat.] It is amazing how 
the sense of this hath been mistaken by all the former com- 
mentators, who most idly suppose it to imply, that the hero 
of the poem wanted a supper. In truth, a great absurdity. 
Not that we are ignorant that the hero of Homer^s Odyssey 
is freauently in that circumstance, and, therefore, it can no 
way aerogate from the grandeur of epic poem to represent 
such hero under a calamitv^ to which the greatest, not only 
of critics and poets, but of kings and warriors, have been 
subject. But much more refined, I will venture to say, is 
the meaning of our author: it was to give us obliquely a 
curious precept, or whnl Bos^u calls a disguised sentence, 
that 'Temperance is the life of study.' The language of 
polesy brings all into action ; and to represent a critic encom- 
passed with books but without a supper, is a picture which 
lively expresseth how much the true critic prefers the diet 
of the mind to that of the bodv, one of which he always cas- 
tigates, and odlen totally negfects, for the greater improve- 
ment of the other. Scribl. 
But since the discovery of the true hero of the poem, may 
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Then gnawM his pen, then dath'd it on the grovwdi, 

Sinking from thought to thought, a rjui profound ! 

Plunged for his sense, but found no'bottom there, 

Yet wrote and flonnder*d on, in mere despair. 190 

Round him much embryo, mndh abortion lay, 

Much future ode, and abdicated play: 

Nonsense precipitate, like running lead, 

Then slippM through crags and zig-zags of the head t 

All that on folly frenzy could beget. 

Fruit of dull heat, and sooterkins of wit. 

Next o*er his books his eyes began to roll, 

In pleasing memory of all he stole. 

How here he sipped, how here he plundered snag, 

And suckM all o'er like an industrious bug. 130 

Here lay poor Fletcher's lialf-eat scenes, and here 

The frippery of crucified Moliere : 

There hapless Shakspeare, yet of Tibbald sore, 

Wish'd he had blotted for himself before. 

S.BMARK8. 

W9 not add, that notbinf wu so Datural, aAor so grMt aloii 
of mooey at dice, or of reputation by iiis play, as that ibe 
poet should have no gnat stomach to eat a sapper 1 B» 
sides, how well has the poet consulted his heroic charaetar, 
in addioff that he has swore all the time 1 BenU. 

Ver. 131. Poor Fletcher's half-eat scenes.] A great Dom 
bcr of them taken ont to patch up his pinys. 

Ver. 132. The frippery.] • When I filled up an old play 
it was AS a good houpewifo will mend old linen, when tm 
has not bfltier employment.' Life, p. 217, 8vo. 

Ver. 133. Hapless Shakspeare, &c j It is not to be 
doubted but Bays was a subscriber to Tibbuld's Shakspeare. 
He was frequently liberal in this way ; and, us he tells ui, 
'subscribed to Mr. Pope's Homer out of pure generosity and 
civilitT; but when Mr. Po^^e did so to his Non-juror, he coo* 
eluded it could be nnihinjr bnta jf>he.* TiOtter lo Mr. ?.ji.H. 
' This TibbalJ, or Tiieobald, published nn edition of Shak- 
spenro, of which he was so proud himRelf nn to fsv, in one 
of Mist's Journals, June 8, 'That to expose any errora in it 
was impracticable.' And to another, Auril 27, » Thst what- 
ever C'ire micrht for the future be taken by nny other editor, 
be would still (rive about five hundred emendations, that 
shall escnpe them all.* 

Ver. 134. Wish'd he had blotted.] It was a ridiculoni 
praise which the players gave to Shakspeare, ' that benevsr 
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The rett oa outside merit bat presume. 

Or serve (like other ibols) to fill a room ; 

Sceh with their shelves as doe prt^wrtion bold. 

Or their fond parents dresa*d in red and gold : 

Or where the pietares for the page atone. 

And Quarles is saved by beauties not his own. 140 

Here swells the shelf with Ogilby the great : 

There, stamp*d with arms, Newcastle shines complete: 

Here all his suffering Ixrotherhood retire. 

And *scape the martyrdom of jakes and fire : 

A Gothic lilwary ! of Greece and Rome 

Well purged, and worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome. 



blottad a liae.* Beo Jonson honesUy wiahed ha had blotted 
a tboanaiid ; and Shalupeare would certainly have wislied 
the same, if he had lived to sec the alteratioo* ia his works, 
whieh not the aetors only (aod espeeially the daring hero of 
this poem) have made on the staf e, but the presumptuous 
eritica of our days in their editions. 

Yer. 135. The rest on outside merit, jfec.] This library 
is divided ioto three parts; thrfiietcoosists of those authors 
from whom be stole, aod whose works he mangled ; the sa* 
eoBd of sooh as fitted the shelves, or were gilded for show, 
or adoioed witli pictures : the third class our author calls 
9tt\id learnii^, old bodies of divinity, old commentaries, old 
Eni^ish printers, or, old English translations ; all very volur 
ininous, and fit to erect altars to Dulness. 

Ver. 141. Ogilby the great :J *John Ogilby was one, 
\vbo, from a late initiation into literature, made such a pro« 
^rees as might well style him the prodigy of his time! send- 
ing into the world so many large volumes ! His translations 
of Homer and Virgil done to the life, and with such excelr 
lent sculptures: nnd (what added great grace to hi* works) 
lie printed them all on special good paper, and in a very goou 
letter.* WinsUnley, Lives of Poets. 

Ver. 143. There, stamp'd with arms, Newcastle shines 
eomplete :] ' The dutebess of Newcastle was one wImj bu- 
sied h«rse1r in the ravishing delights of pooiry ; leaving to 
posterity in print three ample volumos of her studious en* 
deavoon.* Winstanley, ibid. Langbaoe reckons up eight 
folios of her grace's, which were usually adorned with gild- 
ed covers, and had her coat of arms upon them. 

Ver. 146. Worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome.) Tha 
poet has mentioned these three authors in particular, as 
tht^v arc parallel to oar hero in his three capacities; 1. Set- 
tle was his brother laureate; only indeed upon half-pay, fov 
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Bttt, high above, more aolid learning ehone. 
The ciasdcs of an age that heard of none; 
There Cazton slept, with Wynkyn at hb aide, 14f 
One clasp'd in wood, and one in atrong oow-hide ; 
There, saved by spice, like raumnues, many a yew, 
Dry bodies of divinity appear: 
De Lyra there a dreadful front extends, 
And here the groaning shelves Philemon bends. 



the city instead of the eourt; but equally femous for unio 
telligible flights ia his poems oo public occsaions, such ss 
shows, birih-day«, &c. 2. Bauks was his rival io Uagedj 
though more succeuful io one of hi« tragedies, the Earl 
of Essex, which is yet alive: Anna Boleyn, the dueen of 
Scots, and Cyrus the Great, are dead and gone. These hs 
drosied in a sort of beggar's velvet, or a happy mixture of 
the thick fustian and thin prosaic; exactly imitated in Pe- 
rolla and Uidora, Gaasar in Egypt, and'the Heroic Daughter 
S. Broome was a serving man of Ben Jonsoo, who onoe 
picked up a comedy from his letters, or from some csst 
scenes of his master, not entirely contemptible. 

Ver. 147. More solid learning.} Some have ufegeelsd, 
that books of this sort suit not so well the library of our 
Bays, which they imagined consisted of novels, plays^ sod 
obscene books ; but thoy are to consider that he furnished 
his shelves only for ornament, and rend these hooks no omws 
thsn the dry bodies of divinity, which, no doubt, were pur> 
chased by his father when be designed him for the gown. 
See the note on ver. 900. 

Ver. 149. Caxtoni A printer in the time of Edw. IV. 
Richard III. and Hen. VIE.; Wynkyn de Word, his sue- 
eessor, in that of Hen. VII. and VIII. The former trans- 
lated into prose Virgirs ^neis, as a history ; of which he 
speaks, tn bis proeme, in a very singular manner, ss of a 
book hardly known. Tibbald quotes a rare passage from 
him in Mist's Journal of March 16, 173B, cooeerninf a 
straunge and msrvalhMis beaste, called Sagittayre, which bo 
would have Shakspeare to mean rather than Teucer, the 
archer celebrated by Homer. 

Vet. 153. Nich de Lyra, or Harpsfield, a very volumi- 
nous eommenutor, whose works, in five vast folios, were 
printed in 1472. 

Ver. 154. Philemon Holland, doctor in physic. * He Iraos- 
lated so many books, thst a man would think he had done 
notliiiiff else ; insomuch that he might be called translatoi 
ceneraT of his age. The books* alone of his turning into 
English are suflbueat to make a eountry gentleman a com 
Piste iibrsry. fVintUMie^. 
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Of these, twelve volamea, twelve of ami^atoae, 
Hedeem'd frosi tapers and defrauded piea, 
Inspired be leizeB : these an altar rake : 
A. hecatomb of pare unsulbed lays 
That altar crowns : a folio common-place 
Founds the whole pile, of all, bis works the base : 1G6 
Q,uartos, octavos, shape the lessening pyre ; 
A twisted birth-day ode completes the spire. 
Then he : * Great tamer of ail human art ! 
First in my care, and ever at my heart ; 
Dolness ! whose good old cause I yet defend, 
With whom my mase began, with whom shall endt 
£*er since ait Fopling's periwig was praise, 
To the last honoon of the butt and bays : 
O thou ! of baskiesB the directing soul ; 
To this our head like bias to the bowl, 170 

Which, as more ponderous, made its aim more true, 
Obliquely waddling to the mark in view : 
O ! ever gracious to perplex' d mankind, 
Still spread a healing mist before the mind ; 
And, lest we err by wit*B wild dancing light, 
Secure us kindly in our native night. 
Or, if to wit a coxcomb make pretence, 
Guard the sure barrier between that and sense ; 

&KMARKS. 
Ver. 107. £*er since sir Fopliug's periwig.* The first 
visible cause of the passion of tbe luwo for our hero, was a 
fair flaxen full-bottomed periwig, which, he tells us, he wore 
ID his first play of the Fool in Fashion. It attracted, in a 
particular manner, the friendship of Col. Brett, who wanted 
to purchase it. ' Whatever contempt,' says he, * philoso- 
pliers may have for a fine periwig, my friend, who was not 
to despise the world, but to live in it, knew very well, that 
so material an article of dress upon the head of a man of 
sense, if it became him, could never fail of drawing to him 
a more partial regard nnd benevolence, than could possibly 
bo hoped for in an ill-made one. This, perhaps, may soften 
the grave censure which so yonitbfui a purchase might 
otherwise have laid upon him. In a word, he made his at- 
tack upon this periwig, as your young fellovrs generally do 
upon a iHdy of pleasure, firxt by a few familisr praises of 
her person, nnd then u civil inquiry into the price of it; and 
Vol. U. 14 
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Or qaite annvel all the nmoning tfaieMl, 

And hang some curious cobweb in its stead ! J89 

As forced from wind-guns, lead itself can fly. 

And ponderous slugs cut swifUj through the iky i 

As clocks to weight their nimble motions owe, 

The wheels above urged by the load below : 

Me Emptiness and Dulness could inspire, 

And were my elasticity and fire. 

Some demon stole my pen (forgive the offence) 

And once betray'd me into common sense : 

Else all my prose and verse were much the same ; 

This, prose on stilts ; that, poetry fallen lame. t90 

Did on the stage my fops appear confined ! 

My life gave ampler lessons to mankind. 

Did the dead letter unsuccessful prove ? 

The brisk example never fail'd to move. 

Yet sure, had Heaven decreed to save the state. 

Heaven had decreed these works a longer date. 

Could Troy be saved by any single hand, 

This gray-goose weapon must have made her ataiid. 

What can I now 7 my Fletcher cast aside, 

Take up the Bible, once my better guide ? 200 

RBMARKB. 

we finished our bargain that night over a bottle.* See Lifo, 
8vo. p. 303. This remarkable periwig usually made its sa- 
trance upon the stage in a sedan, brought In by two chair- 
men, with infinite approbation of the audience. 

Ver. 178, 179. Guard the sure barrier— Or quite uaraTel, 
&.C.] For wit or reasoning are never greatly hurtful to dnl- 
neas, but when the first is founded in truth, and the oUmt in 
usefulness. 

Ver. 181. As, forced from wind-guns, &:c.] The thought 
of these four verses is founded in a poem of our author's of 
a very early date (namely, written at fourteen yeara old, and 
soon aflnr printed,) to the author of a poem called Sueceasio. 

Ver. 196. Gray goose weapon.] Alluding to the old 
English weapon, the arrow of the long-bow, which was 
fletched with the feathers of the gray-goiiae. 

Ver. 199. My Fleteherl A familiar manner of speaking, 
used by modem critics, or a favourite author. Bays migirt 
as iustiy cpenk this of Fletcher, as a French wit did of 
Tally, Bueiug bis works iu a library, wfJk/ rs«a cher CUeron! 
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Or tread the path by Tcntarous heroes trod, 
nniia box my thander« this right hand my god 7 
Or, chair*d at White's, amidst the doctors sit, 
Teadi oaths to gamesters, and to nobles wit ? 
Or bidat thoa rather party to embrace ? 
< A friend to party thou, and all her nee ; 
*Tk the same rope at different ends they twist ; 
To Dalness Ridpath is as dear as Mist.) 
Shall I, like Curtius, desperate in my zeal, 
O'er head and ears plunge for the common weal 7 210 
Or rob Rome's ancient geese of all their glories, 
And cackling save the monarchy of Tories 7 



79 l« eennois hien : e'est le metne que Marc THdU. Bat be 
bad a better title to call Fletcher his own, having made sa 
free with him. 

Ver. 900. Take op the Bible, once my better goide?] 
When, according to his father** intention, he had been a 
cIe»ymaD, or (as he thinks himself,) a bishop of the ohorch 
of Enaland. Hear his own words : ' At the time that the 
fate of Kin|[ James, the prince of Orange, and myself, were 
on the anvil, Providence thought fit to postpone mine, till 
tlwtrs were determined : bat bad my father carried me a 
month sooner to the university, who knows but that purer 
fountain might have washed my imperfections into a capa- 
city of writing, instead of pluys and annual odes, sermons, 
and pastoral letters V — Apology for his Life, chap. iii. 

Ver. 203. At White's amidst the doctors] These doctors 
oad a modest and upright appearance, no air of overbear* 
ing ; but, like true masters of art, were only habited in black 
and white : they were justly styled subtiles ood graves, but 
not always irrefragabile«, being sometimes examined, and by 
a nice distinction, divided and laid open. SeribL 

This learned critic is to be understood allegortcally. The 
docton in this place mean no more than false dice, a caot 
phrase used amon^ gamesters. So the meaning of these 
four sonorous lines is only this, ' Shall I play fair or foul V 

Ver. 908. Ridpath— Mist.] George RiHpath, author of a 
Whig pai>er, called the Flying-post ; Natlianiel Mist of a 
famous Tory journal. 

Ver. 211. Or rob Rome's ancient geese of all tbeif 
glories,] Relates to the well-known story of the geese Iha. 
saved tne Capitol ; of which Virgil, JS,a. viii. 

' Ataue hie auratis volitans argenteus anser 
Porticibus, Gallos in limine adesse canebat' 



1 



9M POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 

Hold — to the minirter I more incline; 

To aervc his cause, O queen ! is serving thine. 

And see ! thy reiy Gesetteera give o*er ; 

E*en Ralph repents, and Henley writes no mom. 

Whatthenremaios? Ounelf. Still, still i 

Cibberian forehead, and Cibberian brain. 



A patisitge I have always saspecied. Who sees not tbs 
aatithMia of auratig and mrgetUeus to be unworthy the 

Virgiliao mtyesty? Aod Wbal absurdity lo say a goose 
slogs t eanebat. Virgi! gives a coutrary character of the 
voice of this silly bird, is'fieL iz. 

*— — argatos inter strepere anser olorea/ 

Head it, therefore, adesse strepebaL And why aurglit 
p0ftieibuM t does not the very verse preceding this loform us, 

' Romuleoque recens horrcbat rcgia culmo.* 
Is tliis thatch in one line, and gold in another, conaisteot 1 I 
scruple not {r^ugjuattibus omnibus manuseriptit) lo correct 
it uuriti*. Horace uses the same epiUiet in the same aenio, 



* Anritss fidibas eanoris 
Ducere quercus.* 

And to say that walls have ears is common even to a 
proverb. SerihL 

Ver. 213. And cackling save the monarchy of Tories ?j 
Not out of any preference or afToctton to the Tories. For 
what Hobbes bo ingeniously confesses of himself, is true of 
all ministerial writers whntsoi'ver: 'Thnt he defends the 
supreme powrera, as the geese by their cackling defended tlie 
Romans, who held the Capitol ; for they fuvoiired lliem no 
than the Gauls, their enemies ; but were as ready to 
- . .- -^j/j^^ 



have defended the Gauls if they had been . 

Capitol.* Epi*. Dedic. to the Leviathan. 

Ver. S15. Gazetteers.] A band of ministerial writen^ 
hired at the prices mentioned in the note on hook ii. ver. 318, 
who, on the very day their patron quitted his post, laid dowa 
their pnper, and declared ttiey would never more roeddJo in 
politics. 

Ver. 218. Cibberian forehead.] So indeed all the HSS. 
read ; but I make no scruple to pronounce them all wroof 
the laureate Iwing elsewhere celebmtrd by our poet for his 
great modesty — modest Cibher — Rend, therelbn*, st mr 
peril, Cerberian forehead. This is perfectly clnsKical, an(f, 
what is moro, HumericHl ; the do^ whs tiie ancient, as the 
bitch is the modern symbol of impudence : (Kwref e/t/ttr 
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T*hia brazen brightness, to the 'squire so dear ; 
This polish'd hardness, that reflects the peer : 2S0 
Thia arch absurd, that wit and fool delights ; 
This mess, loss'd up of HockIe>-hole and White's ; 
"Where dukes and butchers join to wreathe my crown, 
A.t once the bear and fiddle of the town. 

O bora in sin, and forth in folly brought ! 
Works damn'd, or to be damn'd (your fiuher't 

fauig 
Go, purified by flames, ascend the sky, 
Sf y better and more Christian progeny ! 
UnstainM, untouched, and yet in maiden sheets ; 
While all your smutty sisters walk the streets. 289 
Ye shall not beg, like gratis^ven Bland, 
Sent with a pass, and vagrant through the land; 
Nor sail with Ward, to ape and monkey climes. 
Where vile mundungus trucks for viler rhymes : 
Not, sulphur tipt, emblaze an ale-bouse fire ; 
Nor wrap up oranges, to pelt your sire ! 

REMARKS. 
•Xwv, gays Achilles to Afftimemnnn:) whicb, when in a 8«- 
perlativo degree, may welfbe denominated from Cerberus, ths 
dog with three heads — But as to the latter part of this Terse, 
CiSberian brain, that is certainly the geDuioe reading. 

BaUl. 

Ver. 5225. O bom in sin, &c.] This is a tender and 
paasiooate apostrophe to his own works, which he is foinc 
to sacrifice, affrneable to the nature of man in great afflie- 
tion: and reflecting, like a parent, on the many miserable 
fttes to which they would otherwise be subject. 

Ver. 228. My belter and more christian progeny!] *It 
may be observable, that my rouse and my spouse were 
equally prolific ! that the one was seldom the mother of a 
child, but in the same year the other made me the father of 
a play. I think we had a dozen of each sort between us ; 
of both which kinds, some died in their infancy, &c.' Life 
of C. C. p. 217, 8vo. edit. 

Ver. 131. Gratis-given Bland, — Sent with a pass,] It w aa 
a practice so to give the Daily Gazetteer and mmisleriol 
pamphlets (in which this B. was a writer,) and to send them 
post free to all the towns in the kingdom. 

Ver. 233. With Ward, to apo and monkey climes.J 
Edward Ward, a very voluminous poet in Iladibrastk 
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O ! pasi more innocent, in mfant state, 

To the mild limbo of our father Tate: 

Or peaceably forgot, at once be blessM 

In Shadwell's bosom with eternal rest ! S4C 

Soon to that mass of nonsense to retam, 

Where things destroyM are swept to things nnbom* 

With that, a tear (portentous sign of grace !) 
Stole from the master of the seven-fold face : 
And thrice he lifted high the Inrtb-day brand, 
And thrice he dropp'd it from his quivering hand : 
Then lights the structure, with averted eyes : 
The rolling smoke involves the sacrifice. 
The opening clouds disclose each work by turns, 
Now flames the Cid, and now Perolla bums ; 26t> 
Great Cssar roars, and hisses in the fires ; 
King John in silence modestly expires : 
No merit now the dear Nonjuror claims, 
MoUere's old stubble in a moment flames. 



verM, but best known by the London Spy, in prose. He 
has of late years kept a public-house in the city (but in a 
renteel way,) and with his wit, humour, and good liquw 
(ale,) afforded his guests a pleasurable entertaiomenL 
especially those of the high church-party.* Jacob, Lives or 
Poets, vol. ii. p. 2-25. Great numbers of bis works were 
yearly sold into the Plantations.— Ward, in a book, called 
Apollo's Maggoty declared this account to be a great falsitv, 

fiotesti^g that his public-house was not in the city, but m 
oorfields. 

Ver. 238. 340. Tata— Bhadwell.] Two of bis prodeoesaors 
io the laurel. 

Ver. 250. Now flames the Cid, &c.] In the first notes 
on the Dunciad it was said, that this author was particular- 
ly excellent at tragedy. ' This,* says he, * is as unjust as to 
•ay I could not dance on a rope.* But certain it is, that ho 
had attempted to dance on this rope, and fell most shame 
fully, having producrd no less than four tragedies (iho 
■ames of which the poet preserves in these few lines;) the 
three first of them were fairly printed, acted, and damned; 
the fourth suppremed in fear of the like treatment 

Ver. 253, S-M. The dear Nonjuror— Moliere*s old stubble.) 
A comedy thrashed out of Moliere's Tartuffe, and so mnefa 
ihe translotor's favourite, that he assures us all our author*' 
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Tears gush'd again, as from pale Priam't eyes, 

"When the last blaze sent Ilion to the skies. 

Roused by the light, old Dulnees heaved the head 
Then snatch'd a sheet of Thole from her bed ; 
Sadden she flies, and whelms it o*er the pyre ; 
Down sink the flames, and with a hiss eipire. 20-) 

Her ample presence fills up all the place ; 
A veil of fogs dilates her awful &ce : 
Great in her charms ! as when on shrieves and mayois 
She looks, and breathes herself into their airs. 
She bid him wait her to her sacred dome : 
Well pleased he enter'd, and confess'd his home 
So spirits, ending their terrestrial race, 
Ascend, and recogni2e their native place. 
This the great mother dearer held than all 
The club oCquidnuncSt or her own Guildhall : 27C 
Here stood her opium, here she nursed her owls, 
And here she plann'd the imperial seat of fools. 
Here to her chosen all her works she shows ; 
Prose sweird to verse, verse loitering into prose : 
How random thoughts now meaning chance to find. 
Now leave all memory of sense behind : 
How prologues into prefaces decay, 
And these to notes are frittered quite awaj : 



diilike to it could only arise from disaffection to the govern- 
nenU He atisures us, that * when he had the honour to 
kiss his majesty's hand, upon preseniing his dedication of it, 
he was graciously pleased out of his royal bounty, to order 
him two hundred pounds for it. And this, he doubts not, 
grieved Mr. P.* 

Ver. 358. Thule] Ao unfinished poem of that name, of 
which one sheet wai printed many years ago, by Ambrose 
Phillips, a northern author. Ii ut an usual method of puttinf 
oat a fire, to cast wet sheets upon it. Some critics have 
been of opinion that this sheet was of the nature of the 
asbestos, which cannot be consamed by fire ; but I rather 
think it an allegorical allusion to the coldness and heaviness 
of the writing. 

Ver. 369. Great mother] Magna maUr here applied to 
Dalnen. The ^dnimcs, a name giveo to the ancienr 
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How index-learain^ cams no student pale, 

Vet holds the eel of science by the tail : 380 

How, with less reading than makes felons 'scape, 

Less huraan genius than God gives an ape. 

Small thanks to France,, and none to Rome orGreeoe^ 

A past, vamp'd, future, old, revived, new pieoe, 

*Twizt Plautus, Fletcher, Shakspeare, and GomeiJIe, 

Can make a Cibber, Tibbald, or OzelL 



members of ssveral politieal clubs, who were constantly io- 
qiiiriiid' auid ntinc ? Whut news 1 

Ver. ■^. Tibbald.] Lewis Tibbald (as proaoanoed) of 
Theobald (as written) was bred an attorney, sod aon to an 
attorney, eaya Mr. Jacob, of Sitbenburn, in KeoL He was the 
author of soino forgotten plays, translations, and other pieces. 
He was concern^ in a paper called the Censor, and a 
translation of Ovid. * There is a notorious idiot, oaehigbC 
Wachum, who from an uoder-spur-leather to the law,isE»- 
eonae an understrapper to the playhouse, who has lately 
burlesqued the Metamorphoses of Ovid by a Tile transla- 
tion, &c. This fellow is concerned in an impertinent paper 
called the Censor.* — Dennis, Rem. on Pope's Homer, p. 
9, 10. 

(bid. Ozell.l * Mr. John Ozell, if we credit Mr. Jaeoh, 
did go to school in Leicestershire, where somebody left kini 
something to live on, when he shall retire from business. 
He was designed to be sent to Cambridge, in order for 
priesthood ; but he chose rather to be placed in an office o' 
accounts, in the city, being qualified for the same by his 
skill in arithmetic, and writing the necessary hands. H 
has obliged the world with many translations of French 
plays.' — Jacob, Lives of Dram. Poets, p. 198. 

Mr. Jacob's chiiracier of Mr. Ozell seems vastly short of 
his merits, and he ought to have further justice done bia^ 
having since confuted all sarcasms on his learning sal 
genius, by an advertisement of Sept. 80, 1729, in a passr 
called the Weekly Medley, &c. * As to my learning, nil 
envious wretch knew, and every body knows, that the 
whole bench of bishops, not long ago, were pleased to give 
me a purse of guineas, for discovvring the erroneous transit* 
tionii ofthe Common-prayer in Portusuese, Spanish, French, 
Italian, he. As for my genius, let Mr. Clehnd showliettsr 
voriif.8 in all Pope'is work?, thiin Ozell's version of Boileae'i 
Lutiin, which ihe late lord Hnlifax was so pleased with, thai 
ae complimunto'l hitn with leave to dedicate it to him, fc& 
Let him show bcMvr ami truer poeiryin the Rape oi^ the 
Luck, than in Ozell's Rape of the Bucket, {la r " 
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The goddess then, o'er his anointed head, 
With mystic words the sacred opium shed ; 
And lo ! her bird (a monster of a fowl, 
Something betwixt a heidegger and ow}) 990 

Perch'd on his crown. * All hail ! and hail again. 
My SOB ! the promised land expects thy reign. 
Know, Eusden thirsts no more for sack or praise; 
fie sleeps among the dull of ancient days ; 
Safe, where no critics damn, nor duns molest, 
Where wretched Withers, Ward, and Gildon rest, 
And high-bom Howard, more majestic sire. 
With Fool of Quality completes the quire. 
Thou Gibber ! thou, his laurel shall support ; 
Folly, my son, has still a friend at court. 900 

lift up your gates, ye princes, see him come ! 
Sound, sound ye viols, be the catrcali dumb ! 
Bring, bring the madding bay, the drunken vine ; 
The creeping, dirty, courtly ivy join. 

RKMARKS. 

rapita.) And Mr. Toland and Mr. Gildon pablicly declared 
OzelPs translation of Homer to be, as it was prior, so like- 
wise saperior to Pope's. — Sorely, surely, every man is free 
to deserve well of his country !' — John Ozeli. 

We cannot but subscribe to such reverend testimonies, af* 
thfwe of the bench of bishops, Mr. Toland, and Mr. Gildon. 

Ver. 290. A heidegger] A strange bird from Switzer- 
land, and not, as some have supposed, the name of an emi* 
neat person who was a man of parts, and, as was said of 
Petroniut, arbiter degantiarum. 

Ver. 38a. WiUiers,] See on ver. 146. 

Ibid. Gildon] Charles Gildon, a writer of criticisms and 
libeli in the last age, bred at St. Omer's with the Jesuits ; 
but renouncing popery, he published Blount's books against 
the divinity of Christ, the Oracles of Reason, &c. He signc* 
lized himself as a critic, having written some very bad plays ; 
abused Mr. P. very scandalously in an anonymous pamphlet 
uf the life of Mr. Wycherley. printed by Curll ; in another 
•ailed the New Rehearsal, prmted in 1744 ; in a third, enti- 
tled the Complete Art of English Poetry, in two volumes: 
anfl others. 

Ver. 397. Howard] Hon. Edward Howard, author of 
tiifl British Princes, and a great number of wonderful pieces, 
Sflleltrated by the late earls of Dorset and iU>chesler, dukt 
ai'BuckinghafD, Mr. WaJlsr, &o. 
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And thoa ! bifl aid-de-camp, lead oa my Mmi^ 
Light-arm'd with points, aBtitheaea, and puna. 
Let Bawdry Billiogagatei my daughten dear, 
Support his front, and oaths bring up the rear : 
And under his, and under Archer's wing, 
Gaming and Gnih«treet skulk hehind the king. 310 

'O ! when shall rise a monarch all our own. 
And I« a nursing-mother, rock the throne; 
*Twizt prince and people clooe the curtain draw. 
Shade him from light, and cover him from law ; 
Fatten the courtier, starve the learned band. 
And suckle armies, and dry-nurse the land : 
Till senates nod to lullabies divine. 
And all be sleep, as at an ode of thine 1' 

She ceased. Then swells the chapeWoyal tfaroa: : 
God save king Gibber ! mounts in every note. 320 
Familiar White's, God save king CoUey ! cries ; 
God save king CoUey ! Dmry-lane replies : 
To Needham's quick the voice triumphal rode. 
But pious Needham dropped the name of God ; 

REMARKS. 
Ver. 309, 310. Under Archer's win^, — Gaming, 4tc.} 
When the statute against gaining was drawn op, it was re- 
presented, that the king, by ancient custom, plays at hazard 
one night in the year ; and therefore a clause was inserlad, 
with an exemption as to that particular. Under this j^ 
fence, the groom-porter had a room appropriated to |amiQ| 
all the summer the court was at Kensington, which hit 
majesty accidentally bein^ acquainted with, with a just in- 
dignation prohibited. It is reported the same practice is vet 
continued wherever the court resides, and the haxaid taut 
there open to all the profotted gamesters in town. 
* Greatest and justest sovereign ! know you this 1 
Alas ! DO more than Thames' calm head can know. 
Whose meads bis arms drown, or whose com o'erflow.* 
Donne to Queen EUt. 
. Ver. 319. Chapel-royal.] The voices and instraoMSla 
uwd in the service of the cbapei-royal being also empleye4 
in the performnnce of the birth-day and new-year odes. 

Ver. 334. But pious Needham.} A matron of great fiiim, 
and very religious in her way ; whose constant prayer it was. 
ihar she misht 'get enough by her profession to leave it on 
in time, and make her peace with God.' Bui bei fotevat 



THE DUNCtAD. SH 

Back to the DbtU the last echoes roll, 

And Coll ! each batcher roars at Hockley-hole. 

So when Jove's block descended from on high, 
;A8 sings thy great forefather Ogilbj) 
Loud thunder to the bottom shook the bog, 390 

And the hoarse nation croak'd, * God save king Log.* 

REMARKS. 

not so happy; for beiog convicted, and set in the pillory, sho 
was, (to the lasting shame of all her great friends and vota- 
ri«s)so IH used by me popolaee, that it put an end to her days. 
Ver. 335. Back to the Devil.] The Devil Tavern in 
Fleet-street, where these odes are usually rehearsed before 
they are performed at court. Upon which r wit of those 
times makes this epigram : 
* When laureates make odes, do you ask of what sort 1 

Do you ask if they're good, or are evil 1 
Yoo mayjudge^from tM Devil the? come to the eonrt, 

And fo frofls the court to the devil.* 
Ver. 3B8.<-Ogiiby--«od save king Log!] SeeO|ilby*i 
iEsop's Fables, where, in the story of the Frogs ana their 
King, this excellenl hemistich is to be found. 

Our author manifests here, and elsewhere, a prodigious 
tenderness for the bad writers. We see he selects the onlv 
irood passage, perhaps, in all that ever Ogtiby writ! whien 
shows how candid and patient a reader be must have been. 
What can be more kind and affectionate than the words in 
Ihe preface to his poems, where he labours to call upon all 
our humanity and forgiveness towards these unlucky men, 
by the most moderate representation of their case that has 
evpir been given by anv author 1 

But how much all indulgence is lost upon these people 
may appear from the iust reflection made on their constant 
conduct and constant fate, in the following epigram : 
Ye little wits, that g)enm*d awhile. 
When Pope vouchsafed a rajr; 
Alas ! deprived of his kind smile, 

How soon ye fade away! 
*To compass Phoebus* car about. 

Thus empty vapours rise, 
Each lends his cloud to put him out, 
That reared him to the skies. 
Alas! those skies are not your sphere; 
There he shall ever bum: 
Weep, weep, and fall ! for earth ye were. 
And must to earth return.* 
Two things there are, upon the supposition of which the 
very basis of all verbal criticism is founded and supported— 
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BOOK THE SECOND. 

AK6UMENT. 

Tbe king being proclaimed, the solemnity is graced D^iUi 
public games and sports of various kinds; not iiMti* 
tuted by the hero, as by ^neas in Virgil, but, for 
greater honour, by the goddess in person, (in like man- 
ner as the games of Pythia, Isthmia, &c. were an- 
ciently said to be ordained by the gods, and as Tfaetia 
herself appearing, according to Homer, Odyss. xxir. 
proposed the prizes in honour of her son Achilles.) 
Hither flock the poets and critics, attended, as is but 
Just, with their patrons and booksellers. The goddess 
is first pleased, for her disport, to propose games to tbe 
booksellers, and setteth up the phantom of a poet, 
whidi they contend to overtake. The races described, 
with their divers accidents. Next the game for a 
poetess. Then follow. the exercises for the poets, of 
tickling, vociferating, diving. The first holds forth 
the arts and practices of dedicators, the second of dis- 
putants and fustian poets, the third of |nrofound,dark, 
and dirty party-writers. Lastly, for the critics, tbe 



the first, that an author could never fail to use tbe best 

word 00 every occasion : the second, that a critic canoot 

choose hut know which that is. This being granted, when- 

ever any word doth not fully content us, we take upon as u> ' 

conclude, first, that the author could never have used it; | 

and, secondly, that he must have used that very one, wbicK ; 

we conjecture, in its stead. I 

We cannot, therefore, enoagh admire the learned Scrib- 
leruB, for his alteration of the text in the last two verses of 
tbe preceding book, which in all the former edjtiobs stood 
thus: 

Hoarse thunder to its bottom ahook the bo|[, 

And the loud nation croakM, *tiod save kmg Log!* 

He has, with great Judgment, transposed these two epi- 
thets; putting hoarse to the nation, and loud to the thunder; 
and this being evidently the true reading, he vouchsafed not 
so much as to mention the former: for which assertion of 
•Jie just right of a critic he merits the ackoowledgojeot ot 
all sound commentators. 
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godden propoeea, (with great proprietf) an exoieiie, 
not of their parts, but their patience, in hearing the 
works of two voluminous authors, one in verse, and 
the other in prose, deliberately read, without sleeping . - 
the various effects of which, with the several degrees 
and manners of their operation, are here set forth ; till 
the whole number, not of critics only, but of specta- 
tors, actors, and all present, ihll asleep; which natu- 
rmlly and necessarily ends the games. 

BOOK II. 
High on a gorgeous seat, that far out-shone 
Henley's gilt tub, or Fleckno's Irish throne, 
Or that where on her Curlls the public pours, 
All bounteous, fragrant grains and golden showery 



Ver. 2. Henley's gilt tub,] The pulpit of a dissenter is 
usually called a tub; but that of Mr. Oratoi Henley was co- 
vered with velvet, and adorned with gold. He had also a 
fair altar, and over it this extraordinary inicription: 'TIm 
primitive eucharist.' See the history of this person, book iii. 

Ver. 2. or Fleckno*B Irish throne.] Richard Fleckno was 
an Irish priest, but had laid aside (as himself expressed it) 
the mechanic part of prieithood. He printed some plays, 
poems, letters, and travels. I doubt not, our author took 
occasion to mention bim in respect to the poem of Mr. Dry- 
den, to which this bears some resemblance, thoagh of a cha- 
racter more different from it than that of the ^neid from the 
Iliad, or the Lutrin of Boileau from the Defait de Bouts ri- 
nses of Sarazin. 

It may be just worth mentioning, that the eminence from 
whence the ancient sophists entertained their auditors, was 
called by the pompous name of a throne. Themistius, 
Orat i. 

Ver. 3. Or that whereon her Curlls the public pours.] 
Edmund Corll stood in the pillory at Cfaaring-cross, io March 
17S7-8. 'This,' saith Edmund Corll, 'is a false assertion-* 
I had, indeed, the corporal punishment of what the gentle- 
men of the long robe are pleased jocosely to call mounting 
the rostrum (br one hour : but that scene of action was not 
in the month of March, but in February.' (Curliad, ISmo. 
p. 19.) And of the history of his being tossed in a blanket, 
he saith, 'Here, Scriblerus! thou leesest in what thou as* 
sertest concerning the blanket: it was not a blanket but a 
rug,* p. 35. Much in the same manner Mr. Gibber remon* 
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Great Gibber wt : the proad Parnaasian ineer. 
The conscioua simper, and the jealous leer, 
Mix on his look : all eyes direct their rays 
~ On hiooi and crowds turn coxcombs as they gaze. 
His peers shine round him with reflected grace. 
New edge their dulness, and new bronze their face. 
So from the sun's broad beam, in shallow urns, 1j 
Heaven's twinkling sparks draw light, and point tbe'i 
horns. 

Not with more glee, by hands pontific crown*d. 
With scarlet hats wide waving circled round, 
Rome in her Capitol saw Quemo sit. 
Throned on seven hills, the Antichrist of wit. 

And now the queen, to glad her sons, proclaims 
By herald hawkers, high heroic games. 
Tliey summon all her race : an endless band 
Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half the land. 20 



strated, that his brothers, at Bedlam, mentioDed Book i. 
were oot brazen, but blocks; yet oar aathor let it pais ua 
altered, as a trifle that no way altered the relationship. 

We should think, gentle reader, that we bat ill performed 
our part, if we corrected not as well our own errors now, as 
formerly ithose of the printer; since what moved us lo this 
work, was solely the love of truth, not in the least any vain 
glory, or desire to contend with great authors. And fur- 
ther, our mistakes, we conceive, will the rather be pardoned, 
as scarce pusAible to be avoided in writing of saeh |ienoos 
and works as do ever shun the light. However, that we 
may not any bow soHen or extenuate the same, we give 
them thee in the very words of our antagonists ; not defeod- 
iiw, but retracting them from our heart, and craving excuse 
of the parties offended : for surely in this work, it hath bees 
above all things our desire to provoke no man. Serikl. 

Ver. 15. Rome in her Capitol saw Querno sit.] Camillo 
Queroo was of Apulia, who hearing the great encourage- 
ment which Leo A. gave to poers, travelled to Rome with a 
liarp in his hand, and sung to it twenty thousand vereetofa 
poem called Alexias. He was introduced as a bulfuon to 
Leo, and promoted to the honour of the laurel; a jest which 
the court of Rome and the pope himself entered into so far, 
as to cause him to ride on an elephant to the Capirol,and 
to hold a solemn festival on his coronation ; at which it ii 
recorded the poet himself was so transported as to weep Uu 
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A motley iiilxtora ! in long wigs, in bags, 
In rilkfl, in crapes, in garters, and in rags, 
From drawing-rooms, from colleges, from garrets, 
On horse, on foot, in hacks, and gilded chariots : 
An who true Dunces in her cause appear'd. 
And all who knew those Dunces to reward. 

Amid that area wide they took their stand. 
Where the tall may-pole once o'erlookM the Strand, 
Bat now (so Anne uid piety ordain) 
A church collects the saints of Dmry-lane. 90 

With authora, stationera obey'd the call: 
The field of glory is a field for all. 
Glory and pain the industrious tribe provoke ; 
And gentle Dulness ever loves a joke. 
A poet's form she placed before their eyes. 
And bade the nimblest racer seize the prize ; 
No meagre, muse-rid mope, adust and thin, 
In a dun night-gown of his own loose skin. 
But such a bulk as no twelve bards could raise, 
Twelve starving bards of these degenerate days. 40 
All as a partridge plump, full-fed and fair, 
She formed this image of well-bodied air ; 
With pert flat eyes she windowM well its head; 
A brain of feathers, and a heart of lead : 
And empty words she gave, and sounding strain, 
But senseless, lifeless ! idol void and vain! 
Never was dash'd out, at one lucky hit, 
A fool, BO just a copy of a wit ; 

RKMARKS. 

joy.* He was ever after a constant frequenter of the pope*! 
table, drank abundantly, and poored forth ventes without 
nunber. Paulus JoviuH, Elog. Vir. Doct. chap. Inxiii 
Some idea of his poetry is given by Fam. Strada in his Pro- 
huions. 

Ver. 34. And gentle Dulness ever loves a joke.] This 
species of mirth, called a joke, nrifing from a mal-entenda 
may be well supposed to be the delight of Dulness. 

Yer. 47. Never was dashM out, at one lucky hit.1 Oor 

author here seems willing to give some account of the poe> 

* flee Life of G. C. chap. vi. p. 149. 
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So like, that isritics Kud, and couitien awom, 

A wit it was, and call'd the phantom More. SO 



•ibility of Dulness roakine a wit (which could be done ou 
other way thnn by chance^ The fiction is the more recon- 
ciled to probability by tin known story of Apelles, who, 
being at a lo«a to express the foam of Alexander*a borxs 
dashed his pencil in despair at the picture, and happened to 
do it by that fortunate stroke. 

Ver. 50. And eaU'd the phantmn More.] Cmll, in hia 
Key to the Duociad, affirmed this to be Jaroea Moore 
Smith, Esq. and it is probable (considering what is said of 
him in the testimonies) that some might fancy our author 
obliged to represent thb geotlemftit as a plagiary, or to paas 
for one himself. His case, indeed, was like that of a man I 
have heard of, who, as he was sitting in company, perceir- 
ed his next neighbour had stolen his handkerohief: *Sir,* 
said the thief, finding himself detected, *do not expooo me, 1 
did it for mere want; be so good but to tnke It privately out 
of my pocket again, and say nothing.* The honest man did 
•o, but the other cried out, ' See, gentlemen, what a thief 
we have among us ! look, be is stealing my handkerchief!* I 

Some time before, he bad borrowed of Dr. Arbutbnot a j 

paper called a Historico-ph^ysical account of the South Sea ; \ 

and of Mr. Pope the memoirs of a Parish CU^rk, which for 
two years he kept, and read to the Rev. Dr. Young, F. Bil- 
lerSf'Esq. and many others, as his own. Being applied to 
for them, he pretended they were lost ; but there happening , 

to be another copy of the latter, it came out in Swifi*s and I 

Pope*8 Miscellanies. Upon this, it seems, he was so far ! 

mistaken as to confess his proceeding by nn endeavour to ! 

hide it: unguardedly printing (in the Daily Journal of April j 

3, 1723,) 'That the contempt which he and others had for 
those pieces, (which only himself had shown, and handed 
about as his own,) occasioned their being lost, and for that j 

cause only not returned.* A fact, of which as none but he 
could be conscious, none but he couM be the publisher of it 
The plagiarisms of this person gave occasion to the follow | 

ing epigram : 

' Moore always smiles whenever he recites ; 
He smiles (you think) approving what he writes. 
And yet in this no vanity is shown ; 
A modest man may like what's not his own.* 

This youn? gentleman*B whole mipfortune was too inor- | 

dinjile a passion to be thooj^ht a wit. Here is n very strong | 

instance attested by Mr. Savage, son of the late Earl Rivers ; I 

who havin<; shown some verses of his in manuscript to Mr. i 

Mnorc, u'hfirein Mr. Pope was called first of the tuneful 
train, Mr. Moore the next morning sent to Mr. Savage to 
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AH gaze with udoar : some a poet'a name, 
Others a swoid-knot and laced auit inflame. 
But lofty Lintot in the circle rose : 
* This prize is mine ; who 'tempt it are my torn : 
With me began this genius, and shall end/ 
He spoke ; and who with lintot shall contend 7 



desire him to give those verses aootber turn, to wit, ' Thai 
Pope might now be the first, because Moore had leil hint 
anrivalled, ia turoiug his style to comedy.* This was during 
the rehearsal of the Bival Modes, bis first and ooly work ; 
the towD condemned it in the action, but he printed it in 
1726-7, with this modest motto : 

* Hie casstus, artemqae repono.* 

The smaller pieces which we have heard attribnted to 
this author are, An Epigram on the Bridge at Blenheim, by 
Dr. Evans: Cosmeiia, by Mr. Pit, Mr. Jones, &c. The 
Mock Marriage of a mad Divine, with a CI. for a Parson, by 
Dr. W. The Saw-pil, a Simiio, by a Friend. Certain 
Physical Works on Sir James Baker ; and some unowned 
Letters, Advertisements, and Epigrams against oar author 
in the Daily Journal. 

Notwithstanding what is here cdlocted of the person ima- 
gined by Curll to be meant in this place, we cannot be of 
that opinion ; since our poet had certainly no need of vin- 
dicating half a dozen verses to himself, which every reader 
had done for him ; since the name itself is not spelled Moore, 
hu'More; and, lastly, since tlie learned Scriblerus has to 
well proved the contrary. 

Yer. 50. The phantom More.] It appears from hence, 
that this is not the name of a real person, but fictitious. 
More from ^wpof atultna, f^f**^ stullitiaf to represent the 
folly of a plagiary. Thus Erasmus : Jldmonuit me Mori cog- 
nonun tibiy fuod tarn ad Moria voeabtdum aecedit guam 
€9 ip»e a re ^ienus. Dedication of Morits Encomium to 
sir Thomas More; the farewell of which may be our au- 
thor's to his plagiary, faUy Morel et moriam tuam gnor 
viler defende. Adieu, More ! and be sure strongly to defend 
thyowu folly. SeribL 

Yer. 53. But lofty Lintot.] We enter here upon the 
episode of the booksellers; perauns, whose names being more 
known and famous in the learned world than those of the 
authors In this poem, do therefore need less explanation. 
The action of Mr. Lintot here imitates that of Dares in Vtr> 
gil, rising just in this manner to lay hold of a bull. This 
eminent buukseller printed the Rival Modes before men. 
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Fear held them mute. Alone, nntaaght to (ear, 
Stood dauDtleas Cuiil : * Behold that riral here ! 
The race by vigour, not by vaunts is won : 
So take the hindmost, Hell !* he said, and ran. 6C 
Swift aa a bard the bailiff leaves behind. 
He left huge Lintot, and out«tripp*d the wmd. 

REMARKS. 
Ver. 58. Stood daoDtlen Curlin We come now to a 
character of maeh respect, that of Hr. Edmuod Curil. As 
a plain repetition of great actions is the best praise of them, 
we shall only say of this eminent man, that he carried the I 

trade many ienfibs beyond what it ever before arrived at ; | 

and that he was tiie envy and admiration of all his profea- i 

sion. He possessed himself of a command over all authors 
whatever : he caused them to write what he pleased ; they | 

could not call their very names their own. He was not only I 

famous among these; he was taken notice of by the stale, 
the church, and the law, and received particular marks or 
distinction from each. 

It will be owned that he is here introdttcnd with all possi- 
ble dignity. He speaks like the intrepid Diomede ; he runs 
like the swifl-footed Achilles : if he falls, 'tis like the beloved 
. Nisus; and (whatHomer makes to be the chief of all ptaises) 
he is favoured of the gods : he says but three words, snd his 
prayer is heard ; a goddess conveys it to the seat of Jupiter : 
though he loses the prize, he gains the victory ; the great 
mother herself comforts him, she inspires him with expe- 
dients, she honours him with an immortal present (such as 
Achilles receives from Thetis, and JEoea» from Venos,^ at 
once instructive and prophetical : ai\er this he is unrivalled, 
and triumphant. 

The tribute our author here pays bira is a grateful return 
for several unmerited obligations ; many weighty animad- 
versions on the public affairs, and many excellent and divert- 
ing pieces on private persons, has he given to his name. If 
ever he owed two verses to any other, he owed Mr. Curll 
some thousands. He was every day extending his fame, 
and enlarging his writings : witness innumerable instances ; 
bat it shall suffice only to mention the Court Poems, which 
he meant to publish as the work of the true writer, a lady 
of quality; but being threatened first, and afterwards pun- 
ished for it by Mr. Pope, he generoasly transferred it from 
her to him, and ever since printed it in bis name. The single 
■time that e ver he spoke to Mr. C was on that aflTair, and 
to that hap py incident he owed all the favour since received 
from him: so true is the saying of Dr. Sydenham, 'that 
any one shall be, at some time or other, the better or the 
worse, fur having but seen or spoken to a good or bad man ■ 
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As when a dab^shick waddles through the copse 
On feet and wings, and flies, and wades, and hops: 
So labouring on, with shoulder, hands, and head. 
Wide as a wind-mill all bis figure spread, 
With arms expanded Bernard rows his state. 
And lefi-legg'd Jacob seems to emulate. 
FuU in the middle way there stood a lake 
Which Curll's Corinna chanced that mom to make ; 
(Such was her wont, at early dawn to drop 7 

Her evening cates before his neighbour's shop) 
Here fortuned Curll to slide ; loud shout the band. 
And Bernard ! Bernard ! rings through all the Strand. 
Obscene with filth the miscreant lies bewray*d, 
Fairn in the plash his wickedness had laid : 
Then first (if poets aught of truth declare) 
The caitiff vatieide conceived a prayer : 

*Hear, Jove ! whose name my bards and I adore. 
As much at least as any gods or more ; 80 

And him and his if more devotion warms, 
Down with the Bible, up with the pope's arms.* 

A place there is, betwixt earth, air, and seas. 
Where, from ambrosia, Jove retires for ease. 
There in his seat two spacious vents a{^[>ear. 
On this he sits, to that he leans his ear. 
And hears the various vows of fond mankind ; 
Some beg an eastern, some a western wind ; 



Ver. TOt, CurTI*s Corinna.} This nanM, it seems, wna 
taken by one Mrs. Thomas, who procuied some ))iivate 
letters of Mr. Pope, while almost a boy, to Mr. Croinwell, 
and sold them without the cooseiit of eiiber of those i?entle< 
men, to Curll, who primed them fn 12mo, 1727. He di»> 
covered her to be tbe pubtiaber, in his Key, p. 11. We onlj 
tnke this opportunity of mentioninf the manner in which 
thoee letters got abroad, which tbo author was ashamed uf 
as very trivial things, full not only of levities, but of wrong* 
judgments of men and books, and only excusable from tb« 
youth nnd inexperience of the writer. 

Ver. 82. Down with the Bible, up wi*b the pope's arms.] 
The Bible, Carli's sign ; the Cross Keys, Lantoi's. 
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All yiin petitfom raoanting to the sky, 
With reams abundant this abode supply ; 9i 

Amused he reads, and then raturas the bills 
Sigu*d with that ichor which from gods distilb. 

In office here &ir Cloacina stands, 
And ministers to Jove with purest hands* 
Forth from the heap she pick*d her votary's prayer, 
And placed it next him, a distinction rare ! 
Ofl had the goddess heaid her servant's call, 
From her black grottos near the Temple-wall, 
Listening delighted to the jest unclean 
Of link-boys vile, and waterman obscene ; 100 

Where, as he fish'd her nether realms for wit, 
She oft had favoured him, and favours yet. 
RenewM by ordure's sympathetic force, 
As oii'd with magic juices for the course, 
Vigorous he rises ; from the effluyia strong, 
Imbibes new life, and scours and stinks along : 
Re-passes lintot, vindicates the race. 
Nor heeds the brown dishonours of his face. 

And now the victor stretch'd his eager hand 
Where the tall nothing stood or seem'd to stand : 110 
A shapeless shade, it melted from his sight. 
Like forms in clouds, or visions of the night. 
To seize his papers, Curll, was next thy care ; 
His papers light, fly diverse, toss'd in air : 
Songs, sonnets, epigrams, the winds uplift. 
And whisk them back to Evans, Young, and Swift. 
The embroider'd suit at least he deem'd his prey. 
That suit an unpaid tailor snatch'd away. 

REMARKS. 

V«r. 101. Wherp, as he (iah'd, &c.] See the prafaoe to 
Swift*a and Pope*§ Miscellaniea. 

Ver. IIG. Evans, Yuuiig, aod Swid.] Some of thoM 
p«r8oni, wboae writings, epigrams, or jests he had owned. 
See note on ver. 50. 

Ver. 118. An unpaid tailorl This line has been loodlj 
C9inplaiaed of in Mist, June K, Dedicated to Sawney, ao^ 
others, aJi a most inhuuiao satire on tlie poverty of jioets • 
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No ng, BO scrap, of all the beau or wit. 

That onoe so flatter'd, and that once eo writ. Vt^ 

Heaven rings with laughter : of the laughter vaii 
Dulness, good queen, repeats the jest again. 
Three wicked imps, of her own Gruh^treet choir. 
She deck'd like Congieve, Addison and Prior; 
Mears, Warner, Wilkins, run ! delusive thought ! 
Breval, Bond, Besaleel, the yarlets caught. 
Curll stretches after Gaj, but Gaj is gone, 
He grasps an empty Joseph for a John : 

EKMAEKS. 

bat it n tbouflil our author will be acquitted by a jurjr of 
tailors. To me tlii« iostance seems unluckily cbosuo ; if it 
be a satire oa aoy body, it must be on a bad pay-masler 
•ioce tbe person to whom they have here applied it, was a 
man of fortune. Not but poets may well be jealous of m 

£eat a prerogative as non-payroeDt ; which Mr. Deoois m 
r asserts, as boldly to pronoaooe, that, Mf Homer himself 
was not in debt, it was because nobody would trust him.* — 
Fref. to Rem. on Uie Rape of the Lock, p. 15. 

Ver. 134. Like Congreve, Addison, and Prior ;3 These 
authors being such whose names will reach posterity, we 
•hall not give any account of them, but proceed to those of 
whom it is necessary. — ^Besaleel Morris was author of some 
•aiirea on the translators of Homer, with many other things 
printed in newspapers — ' Bond writ a satire against Mr. P — . 
Capt. Breval was author of the Confederates, an ingeoioua 
dramatic porformaoee, to expose Mr. P., Mr. Gay, Dr. 
Arbuthnot, and some ladies of quality,' says Curll, Key, p. 11. 

Ver. 125. Mears, Warner, Wilkins] Booksellers and 
Printers of much anonymous stuff. 

Ver. 136. Breval, Bond, Besaleel,} I foresee it will be 
objected from this line, that we were m an error in our a»- 
•ertion on ver. 50 of this book, that More was a fictitious 
name, since those persons are equally represented by the 
poet as phantoms. So at first sight it may be seen ; but be 
not deceived, reader ; tlieae also are not real persons. 'TIS 
true, Curll declares Breval a captain, author of a piece call- 
ed The Confederates; but the same Curll first said it was 
written by Joseph Gay. Is his second assertion to be credit- 
ed any more than his first ? He likewise affirms Bond to be 
one who writ a satire on our poet: but where is such a 
satire to be found 1 where was such a writer ever heard ofl 
As for Besaleel, it carries forgery in the very name; nor is 
't, ns the others arc, a surname. Thou mayest depend upon 
t iio such auihorfl ever lived : all phantoms. Seribl. 

Ver. J28. Joseph Gav, a fictitious name put by Curll 
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So nrotem, hnntedl in s nobler shape, 

Became, when aened, a poppy or an ape. 130 

To him the goddess : * Son ! thy grief lay down. 
And tarn this whole illnsion on the town : 
As the sage dame, experieneed in her trade, 
By names of toasts retails each batter*djade; 
(Whence hapless Monsietir much complains at Puris 
Of wrongs from dochesses and lady Maries ;) 
Be thine, my stationer ! this magic gift ; 
Cook shall be Prior : anckConcanen, Swift : 
So shall each hostile name become oar own. 
And we too boast our Garth and Addison.* 140 

RKMAULS. 
before semal panphleta, which made tfaea pais with ratoy 
for Mr. 6ay*a.— The ambif uity of the word Joseph, whicli 
likewiae aigaifies a loose upper coat, gires much pbaaaatry 
to the idea. 

Ver. 132. And tura thte whole illiieioR od the town :} It 
waa a common practice of thia bookseller to publiah rile 
pieces of obscure hands under the namea of eminent authors. 

Ver. 13a Cook shall be Prior ;] The man here siieeified 
writ a thing called The Battle of the Poets, in which Phillips 
and Welsted were Uie herties, and Swift and Pope utterly 
routed. He also published some malevoieot things ia the 
British. London, and Daily Journals; and at the same ume 
wrote letters to Mr. Pope, protesting his innocence. Hia 
chief work was a translation of Hesiod, in which Theobald 
writ notes and half notes, which he carefully owned. 

Ver. 13a And Coocanen, Swift :] In the first ed1ti«»a 
of this ftoem there were only asterisks in this place, bat tlte 
names were since inserted, merely to fill up the verse, and 
give ease to the ear of the reader. 

Ver. 140. And we too boast our Garth and Adriison.j 
Nothing is more remarkable than our aaihor*8 ioreof prniii> 
iiig go(Ki writers. He has in this very poem relebraicd Mr. 
I^ocke, Sir Isaac Newton, Dr. Barrow, Dr. Aiterbory, Mr 
Dryden, Mr. Congreve, Dr. Garth, Mr. Addison ; in a word, 
almost every man of his time thatdeaerved it; even Cibbcr 
bimself, f presuming him to be the author of tlie Cirelns 
Husband.) tt was very difficult to have that pleasure in a 
poem on fhia sahject, yet he has found means to insert thftir 
panegyric, and baa made even Dulness out of her otrii 
aaouth pronounce it. It must have been particularly tpwi- 
ble to him to celebrate Dr. Garth; both as his eoniiant 
friend, and as be was his predecessor in this kind of latire. 
The Dispensary attacked tho whole body of apothecaries, t 
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With that she gave him (pitoons of his ease, 
Yet smiling at his raeful length of face) 

RKMARKS. 

much more nieful one undoubtedly than that of the bad 
jtoets ; if in truth this can be a body, of which no two inem- 
bers ever agreed. It also did, what Mr. Theobald says it 
onpardunabte, draw in parts of private character, and intro 
riuce iMjrson^ independent of his subject. Much more would 
Boileau have incurred his censure, who Jef^ all subjecta 
whatever, on all occasions, to fall upon the bad poets 
(which, it is to be feared, wosld have been more immedi^ 
ately his concern.) But certainly next to commending £ood 
wriiers, the greatest service to learning is to expose the t)ad, 
wlw can only that way be made of any use to it. This 
truth is very well set forth in these lines, addressed to our 
author: 

'The craven rook, and pert jackdaw 
(Though neither birds of moral kind,) 

Yet serve if hang*d, or slufTM with straw. 
To rthow us which way blows the wind. 

' Thus dirty knaves, or chattering fools, 

Strung up by dozens in thy lay, 
Teacli more by half than Dennis* rules. 

And point instructioo every way. 

» With Egypt's art thy pen may strive : 

One potent drop lot this but shed, 
And every rogue that stunk alive. 

Becomes a precious mummy dead. 

Ver. 142. Kueful length efface.] ' The decrepit person 
or figure of a man are no reflections upon bis genius. Aa 
honest mind will love and esteem a man of worth, though 
he be deformed or poor. Yet the author of the Dunciad 
hath libelled a person for his rueful length of face !* Mist^s 
Journal, June o. This genius and man of worth, whom ao 
honest mind should love, is Mr. Curll. True it is, he stood 
in the pillory, an incident which will lengthen the face of 
any man, though it were ever so comely, therefore is no re- 
flection on the natural beauty of Mr. Curll. But as to re- 
flections on nny man'ti face or figure, Mr. Dennis saith 
uxcellnnil; ; ' Natural deformity comes not b/ our fault; it 
is of)en occasioned by calamities and disea^^, which a man 
can no more help than a monster can his deiormity. There 
is no one misfortune, and no one disease, hut what all the 
rest of mankind are subject to.— But the deformity of this 
author is visible, present, lasting, unalterable, and peculiai 
jO himself ^Tis the raaik of God and nature upon him, U 
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A shaggy tapesCiy, worthy lo be apread 
On Codrus* old, or Danton's modern bed : 



give us waraiag that we should hold no society with himt 
ius a creature Qol ofour original, nor of our species: and they 
who have refused to take this warning which God and na- 
ture has ^iven tbein, and have, iu spite of it, by a senseless 
presumptioD ventured to be familiar with him, have severely 
suffered, &c. 'Tis certain his original is not from Adam, 
but from the devil,* &c.— Dennis, Character of Mr. P. 
octavo, 1716. , 

Admirably it is observed by Mr. Dennis against Mr Law, 

t33. *That the language uf Billingsgate can never be the 
Dguage of charity, nor consequently of Christianity.* I 
should else be tempted to use the language of a critic ; for 
what is more provoking to a comraeutator, than to behold 
his author thus portrayed? Yet I consider it really hurts 
not him! whereas to call some others dull, might do them 
prejudice with a world too apt to believe it. Therefore, 
though Mr. D. may call another a little ass, or a young toad, 
far be it from us to call him a toothless lion, or an old ser- 
pent. Indeed, had I written these notes (as was once my 
intent) in the learned language, I might have given him the 
appellations balatro^ caleeatum caput^ seurra in trtou'jp, 
bein^ phrases in good esteem and frequent usage amon^ 
the best learned : but in our mother-tongue, were I to tax 
any gentleman of the Dunciad, surely it would be in word^ 
not to the vulgar intelligible; whereby christian chdrity, 
decency, and good accord amouj^ authors, might be pre- 
served. ScribL 

The good Scriblerus here, as on all occasions, eminently 
shows nis humanity. But it was far otherwise with the 
gentlemen of the Dunciad, whose scurrilities were always 
personal, and of that nature which provoked every honed! 
roan but Mr. Pope ; yet never to be lamented, since tliey oc- 
casioned the following amiable verses : 

* While raalicB, Pope, denies thy^page 

Its own celestial fire ; 
While critics, and while bards in rafe, 

Admiring, won*t admire: 
While wayward pens thv Vvorth assaO, 

And envious tongues decry ; 
These times, though many a friend bewail, 

These times bewail not I. 
But when the world's loud praise is thine, 

And spleen no more shall blame, 
Whsn with thv Homer thou shalt shins 
In one established fame: 
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Instructive woA ! whose wry-motith'd portraiture 
Oisplay'd the fates her confessors endure. 
£arle88 on high, stood unabashed De Foe, 
And Tutchin flagrant from the scourge below. 
There Ridpath, Roper, cudgel I'd might ye "new, 
The very worsted still looked black and blue. 150 
Himself among the 8toi;ied chiefs he spies, 
As, from the blanket, high in air he flies, 
' And, oh!^ he cried, ' what street, what lane, but knuwi 
Our purgings, pumpings, blanketings, and blows \ 
In every loom our labours shall be seen. 
And the fresh vomit run for ever green !' 

'^ 

REMARKS. 

When none shall rail, and every lay 

Devote a wreath tu thee ; 
That day (for come it will,) that day 
Shall I lament to «ee.* 

Ver. 143. A shaggy tapestry;] A sorry kind of tapestry 
frequeat in old inns, made of worsted or some coarser stun; 
like that which is spoken of by Donne.— Faces as frightful 
as theirs who whip Christ in old hangings. This ima^ry 
woven in it alludes to the roanlie of Cioantfaus, in ^n. v. 

Ver. 144. John Danton was a broken bookseller, and 
abusive scribbler ; he writ Neck or Nothing, a violent satire 
on some ministers of slate; a libel on the duke of Devon- 
shire, and the bishop of Peterborough, &c. 

Ver. 148. And Tutchin flagrant from the scourge.] John 
Tbtchin, author of some vile verses, and of a weekly paper 
called the Observator. He was sentenced to be whipped 
through several towns in the west of England, upon whieli 
be petitioned king James II. to be hanged. When that 
prince died in exile, he wrote an invective against bis me- 
mory, occasioned by some humane elegies on his death. Ho 
lived to the time of' queen Anne. 

Ver. 149. There Ridpaih, Roper,] Authors of the Fly- 
in«-poflt and Posi-boy, two scandalous papers on difierent 
sides, for which they equally and alternately deserved to be 
cu<l^elled, and were so. 

Ver. 151. Himself among the storied chiefs he spies,] 
The history of CurlPs being lomed in a blanket, and whip- 
\md by the scholars of Westminster, is well known. Of his 
pursing and vomitin*;, see A full and true Account of a bor- 
riil Reren<{e on the Body of Edmund Curll, &c. in SwiIVs 
and Pop«*B Miscellanies. 
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See in the circle next Eliza placed. 
Two babes of love close clinging to her waist ; 
Fair as before her works she stands co&fess'd. 
In flowers and pearls by bounteous Kirkall dreas'd. 
The goddess then : * Who best can send <hi high 161 
The salient spout, far streaming to the sky ; 
His be yon Juno of m^estic size, 
With cow-like udders, and with ox-like eyes. 
This China Jordan let the chief o'ercomc 
Replenish, not ingloriously, at home.* 

Osborne and Curll accept the glorious strife : 
(Though this his son dissuades, and that his wife,) 

KEMARKS. ^ 

Ver. ]57. See in the circle boxt, Eliza placed,] In this 
name is expoBod, in the most contemptuous manner, the 
profligate licentiouaness of those shameless scribblers ffbr 
the most part of that sex which ought least to be capstible 
of such malice or impudence) who, in libelloas memoirs 
•nd novels, reveal the faults or misfortunes of both sexes, to 
the ruin of public fame, or disturbance of private happiness. 
Our good poet (by the whole cast of his work being oblieed 
not to take off the irony) where he could not show his indigo 
nation, hath shown his contempt, as much as possible ; hav- 
ing here drawn as vile a picture as could be represented in 
the colours of epic poesy. Scribl. 

Ibid. Eliza Ilnywood; this woman was authoress of 
those most scandalous books called the Court of Carimania 
and the New Utopia. For the two babes of love, see Corli, 
Key, p. 22. But whatever reflection he is pleased to thro^v 
upon this lady, surely it was what from him fihe little de- 
served, who had celebrated Curll's undertakings for refor 
mation of manners, and declared herself ' to be so perfectly 
acquainted with the sweetness of his disposition, and that 
tenderness with which be considered the errors of his fellow 
creatures, that, though she should find the little inadverteit- 
eiei) of her own life recorded in his papers, she was certain 
it would he done in such a manner as sho could not hut ap- 

Kove.* Mrs. Haywood, Hist of Clar. printed in the Pemalf 
iinciad, p. 1ft. 

Ver. 160. Kirkall] The name of an (engraver. Some of 
this lndy*s works were printed in four volumes in 12mo, 
with hnr picture thus dressed ap before them. 

Ver. 167. Osborne, Thomas] A bookHeller in Gr«>V- 
Tnn, very well qnaliGed by his impudence to act liiis imri; 
thpritfore p'need here instead of a le«t deforvin-i prfd'Cf* 
Kur. [Chapman, the publisW of Mrs. Ilnywootl^^ Nvw 
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One on his muUy confidence relies, 

One on his vigour and superior size. 170 

FInt Osborne leau'd against his letter'd post : 

It rose, and laboured to a curve at most. 

So Jove*8 bright bow displays its watery round 

(Sure sign that no spectator shall be drownM.) 

A second effort brought but new disgrace. 

The wild meander wash'd the artist's face : 

Thus the small jet, which hasty hands unlock. 

Spirts in the gardener's eyes who turns the cock. 

Not so from shameless Curll ; impetuous spread 

The stream, and smoking flourished o'er his head. 

So (famed like thee for turbulence and horns) 181 

Eridanus his humble fountain scorns ; 

Through half the heavens he pours the exalted urn; 

His rapid waters in their passage burn. 

Swift as it mounts, all follow with their eyes : 
Still happy impudence obtains the prize. 
Thou triumph'st victor of the high-wrought day. 
And the pleased dame, soft smiling, lead'st away. 

REMARKS. 

Utopia, &c,] This man publislied advertisements for a 
year together, pretending to eel) Mr. Pope's subscription 
books of Homer's Iliad at half the pricii: of which book he 
had none, but cut to the size of them (which was quarto) 
the common books in folio, without copper -plates, on a 
worse paper, and never above half the value. 

Upon this advertisement the Gazetteer harangued thus, 
July 6, 1739; * How melancholy must it be to n writer to be 
so unhappy as to see his works hawked for sale in a manner 
so fatal to his fame! How, with honour to yourself, and 
justice to your subscribers, can this be done 1 What an in- 
gratitude to be charged on the only honest poet that lived in 
1738! and than whom virtue has not had a shriller trumpeter 
for many ages! That you were once generally admired and 
esteemed, can be denied by none; but that you and your 
works are now despised, is verified by this fact;' which 
being utterly false, did not much indeed humble the author, 
but drew this just chastisement on the bookseller. 

Ver. 183. Through half the heavens be pours the exalted 
am;] In a manuscript Dunciad (where are some marginal 
eorrections of some gentlemen some time deceased) 1 have 
found anbther reading of these lines : thus, 
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Osl^rne, through perfl»ct modesty o'ercoooA, 
CrownM with the Jordan, walks contented home. 

But now for audiors nobler palms remain ; 191 \ 

Room for my lord ! three jockeys in his train ; | 

Six huntsmen with a shout precede his chair : 
He grins, and looks broad nonsense with a stare. 
I lis honour's meaning Dulness thus express'd, 
He wins his patron who can tickle best.* 

He chinks his purse, and takes his seat of state : j 

With ready quills the dedicators wait ; | 

Now at his head the dexterous task commence, 
And, instant, fancy feels the imputed sense; 900 

Now gentle touches wanton o'er his face, I 

He struts Adonis, and affects grimace : I 

REMARKS. 

' And lifts hii arn, through half the heavens to flow; 
His rapid waters in their pussage glow.' 
This I cannot but think the right : for, first, though the dif- { 

farence between burn and glow may seem not very material | 

10 others, to me I confess the latter has as elegance, a Je 
ne acay quoy^ which is much easier to be conceived than ex- 
plained. Secondly, every reader of our poet nust have ob- 
served how freaueniiy he uses this word, glow, in other 
parts of his worKs: to instance only in his Homer: 

(1.) Iliad ix. ver. 726.— With one resentment glows. 

(2.) Iliad xi. ver. 626.~There the battle glows. 

(3.) Ibid. ver. 985.— The closing flesh that instant ceased 

to ^lovr. 
4.) Iliad xii. ver. 45. — EneompassM Hector glows. 

(5.) Ibid. ver. 475. — His beating breast with geaerooa ar- 
dour glows. 

(0.) Iliad xviii. ver. 591. — Another partglov'd with reful- 
gent arms. 

(7.) Ibid. ver. 654.— Aad curlM oo silver props in order 
glow. 

I am afraid of growing too luxuriant in examples, or I 
could stretch this catalogue to a great extent; but those are 
enoueh to prove his fondness for this beautiful word, which, 
therefore, let all future editions replace here. 

I am aware, aAer all, that burn is the proper word to 
convey an idea of what was said to be Mr. CurlPs condi- 
tion at this time ; but from that very reason I infer the direct 
contrary. For surely every lover of our author will con- 
clude he had more humanity than to insult a roan oo such a 
misfortune or calamity, which could never befall him purely 
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RoUi the feather to his ear conveySf 
Then his nice taste directs our operas : 
Beotley his mouth with classic flattery opes. 
And the puff *d orator bursts out in tropes. 
Hat Welsted most the poet^s healing balm 
Strives to extract from his soft, giving palm. 



RKMARKS. 

by his owo fault, but from an unhappy communication with 
auother. Thin note is half Mr. TheubulJ, half Bcribl. 

Ver. S03. Paolo Antonio Rulli,] An Italian puet and 
writer of many operas in that language, which, partly by 
the help of his genius, prevailed iu England near twenty 

Sara. He taught Italian to some fine gentlemen, who af- 
;ted to direct the operas. 

Ver. 205. Bentley his monlh, fcc] Not spoken of the 
fkmous Dr. Richard Beittiey, but ot one Tbo. Bentley, a 
small critic, who aped his uncle in a little Horace. Tbo 

KMt one was intended to be dedicated to the lord Halifax, 
t (on a change of the ministry) was given to the earl of 
Oxford * tor which reason the Utile one was dedicated to his 
■on the lord Harley. 

Ver. 307. Welsted.] Leonard WelMed, author of the 
Triamvirate,%r a Letter in Verse from Paliemon to Cefia 
at Bath, which wbp meant for a satire on Mr. P. and some 
of his friends about the year 1718. He writ other things 
which we cannot reir.cmber. Smedley, in his Metamorpho- 
sis of 8cr}bleru8, mentions one, the Hymn of a Gentleman to 
his Creator: and there was another, in praise either of a 
Cellar or a Garret. L. W. characterized in the Ilf pi Bod^ovf, 
or the Art of Sinking, a« a didapper, tiiid atU>r a«> an eel, ts 
faid to be this person, by Dennis, Daily Journal of May 11, 
1738. He was also characterized under another animal, s 
mole, by the author of the ensuing simile, which was hand* 
ed about at the same time : 

*Dear Welsted, mark, in dirty bole 
That painful animal, a mole: 
Above ground never born to grow ; 
What mighty stir it keeps below ! 
To make a mote-hill all his strife I 
Tt digs, pokes, undermines for life. 
How proud a little dirt to spread; 
Conscious of nothing o*er its head ! 
Till, labouriisg on, for want of eyes, 
It blunders into light and dies.' 

Too have him again in book iil. ver. 160. 
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Unlucky Welsted ! thy unfeeling master, 

The more thou ticklest, gripes his fist the faster. 210 

While thus each hand promotes the pleasing pain, 
And quick sensations skip from vein to vein ; 
A youth unknown to Phoebus, in despair, 
Puts his last refuge all in Heaven and prayer. 
What force have pious vows ! the queen of love 
Her sister sends, her votaress, from above ; 
As, taught by Venus, Paris leam'd the art 
To touch Achilles* only tender part ; 
Secure, through her, the noble prize to cany. 
He marches off, his grace's secretary. 9)20 

* Now turn to different sports,' the goddess cries, 
* And learn, my sons, the wondrous power of noise. 
To move, to raise, to ravish every heart, 
With Shakspeare's nature, or with Jonson's art, 
Let others aim : 'Tis yours to shake the soul 
With thunder rumbling from the mustard-bowl. 
With horns and trumpets now to madness swell, 
Now sink in sorrows with the tolling bell : 
Such happy arts attention can command. 
When fancy flags, and sense is at a stand. 230 

Improve we these. Three cat-calls be the bribe 
Of him, whose chattering shames the monkey tribe : 
And his this drum, whose hoarse heroic bass 
Drowns the loud clarion of the braying ass." 

Now thousand tongues are heard in one loud din. 
The monkey-mimics rush discordant in : 
*Twas chattering, grinning, mouthing, jabbering all. 
And noise and Norton, brangling and Breval, 

EEMARKS. 

Ver. 396. With thunder rumbling from the mustard- 
bowl.] The old way of making thunder and mustard werQ 
the same : but since, it is more advantageously performed by 
troughs of wood with stops in them. Whether Mr. Dennis 
was the inventor of that improvement, I know not ; but it is 
certain, that being once at a tragedy of a new author, he fell 
into a great passion at hearing some, and cried, "Sdeatfa* 
that is my thunder.* 
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I^ennis and diMonsnee, and captions an, 
Aiid snip-snap short, and interruption smart ; 940 
And demonstration thin, and theses thick. 
And mtuor, minor, and conclusion quick. 
* Hold,* cried the queen, * a cat-call each shall win ; 
Equal jour merits ! equal is your din ! 
But that this well-disputed game may end, 
Sound forth, my brayers, and the welkin read.* 
As when the long-ear'd milky mothers wait 
At some sick miser's triple-bolted gate, 
For their defrauded, absent foals they make 
A moan so loud, that all the guild awake ; 25C 

Sore sighs sir Gilbert, starting at the bray. 
From dreams of millions, and three groats to pay : 
So swells each wind-pipe : ass intones to ass. 
Harmonic twang ! of leather, horn, and brass ; 
Such as from labouring lungs the enthusiast blows, 
High sounds, attemper'd to the vocal nose ; 
Or such as bellow from the deep divine ; 
There, Webster! peaFd thy voice, and WhitEeld! thine, 
fiut far o'er all sonorous Blackmore's strain ; 
Walls, steeples, skies, bray back to him again. 260 
In Tottenham fields, the brethren, ^with amaze, 
Prick all their ears up, and forget to graze ! 
Long Chancery-lane retentive rolls the sound, 
And courts to courts return it round and round ; 

RIMARKB. 

Ver. 238. Norton,] See »er. 417.— J. Durant Breval, 
author of a very eztraordiaary book of travels, aod sonie 
poemi. See hfiTore, note on ver. 126. 

Ver. 258. Webster— and Whitfield] The one the writer 
of a newspaper otlled the Weekly Miscellany, the other a 
field-preacher. This thought the only means of advancing 
religion was by the new-birth of spiritual madness ; that by 
the old death of fire and faggot ; and therefore thev agreed 
in this, though in no other earthly thin^, to abuse ail the so* 
ber clergy. From the small success of these two extraordi- 
nary persons, we may learn how little hurtful bigotry aod 
enthusiasm are, while the civil magistrate prudently foroean 
to lend his power to the one, in order to the employing it 
against the other. 

Ver 263. Long Cbancery-Iaacl The place where (h^ 
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Thames wafb it tkeooe to Rnfus* louiBg ludl* 
Aad Hungerford re-wfaoes bawl for faawL 
All hail him victor in both gifts of soDf, 
Who sings so loudly, and who sings so long. 



offices of cbnocery are kept The long deteDti<m of cUeati 
ID that cuurt, and the diffieolty of getting oot, ii humow 
oobIj al.ecorized in theae lioea. 

Yer. a& tVho fliog* m> loadW, and who ainga ao lo«g.] 
A jast character of sir Richard Buclunore, knight, who (jm 
Mr. Dryden expreaaedi it) 

' Writ to the ramUiDg of his eoaob'a wfaeds;* 
and whoee indefatigable mnie prodnoed no leaa than nr epie 
poems ; Prince and King Arthur, twenty tkioks ; EUixn, leu ; 
Alfred, twelve; the Redeemer, six; b«»idu8 Job, in folio; tho 
whole book of Psalms ; the Creation, seven books ; Nalore 
of Nan, three books ; and many m<ire. It is in thia sense he 
is styled afterwards the everhutiitg Blackmote. Nolwil^ 
standing all which, Mr. Gildon seems assured,'* that this ad- 
mirable author did not think himself upon the same foot 
with Homer.*— CSonp. Art of Poetry, vol. i. p. 108. 

But how different is the judement of the author of Cha* 
raeters of the Times ? p- 35, who says, ' Sir R. Blackmore is 
unfortunate in happening to mistake his proper talents; and 
that he has not for many yeara been ao much as named, or 
even thought of among writers.* Even BIr. Dennis diffeia 
greatlv from his friend Mr. Gildon : ' B1ackroore*B action,* 
saith be, ' has neither unity, nor integrity, nor morality, nor 
oniversality ; and consequently he can have no fable, and ao 
heroic poem : his narration is neither probable, deiightfol, 
nor wonderful ; his characters have none of the necessair 
qualifications; the things contained in his narration are aei* 
ther in their own nature delightful, nor numerous enough, 
nor rightly disposed, nor suniruing, nor pathetic* Nay, be 
proceeds so far as to say sir Richard has no genius ; first 
tayiog down, that * geniiA is caused by a furious joy and 
oride of soul, on the conception of an extraordinary hint 
^Many men,' says he, 'have their hints, without thoae mo- 
tions of fury and pride of soul, because they want fire 
enough to agitate their spirits; and tlie^ we call cold 
writers. Others who have a great deal of fire, but have not 
excellent organs, feel the fore-mentioned motions, without 
the extraordmary hints; and these we cell fustian writers.' 
But he declares, * that sir Richard had neither the hints ooi 
the motions.*— Remarks on Pr. Arth. octavo, 1G96. Preface. 

This gentleman in his first works abused the character of 
Mr. Dryden; and in his last, of Mr. Pope, accusing him in 
very high and sober terms of profancneas and immorslily 
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Tliit kboar past, by Bridewell all descend 
(Ab morning-prayers and flagellation end,) 970 

To where Fleet-ditch with disemboguing streumi 
Rolls the lai^e tribute of dead dogs to Thames, 
The king of dykes ! than whom no sluice of mud 
With deeper sable blots the silver flood. 

* Here strip, my children, here at once leap in, 
Here prove who best can dash through thick and thin ; 
And who the most in love of dirt excel, 
Or dark dexterity of groping well 

EEMARKS. 
[Eway OD Polite Writiog^, vol. ii. p. 270) on a mere report 
irom £din. Curll, that hu was author of a travestie od the 
Ant Psafaii. Mr. Dennis took up the larae report, but with 
the addition of what gir Richard had neglected, an argument 
to prove it; which being very curious, we shall heriT tran- 
scribe. ' It was he who burlesqued the Psalms of David. It 
is apparent to me that psalm was burlesqued by a popish 
rhymester. Let rhyming persons who hnve been brought 
up protestants be otherwise what they will, let them be 
rakes, let them be scoundrels, let tliem be atheists, yet educa- 
tion has made an invincible impression on them in behalf 
of the sacred writings. But a popish rhymester has been 
brought up with a contempt for those sacred writings ; now 
show me another popish rhymester but he.* This manner 
of argumentation is usual with Mr. Dennis'; he has employ* 
ed the same against sir Richard himself, in a like charge of 
impiety and irreiigion. 'Ail Mr. Blackmore^s celestial 
machines, ss they cannot be defended so much as by com- 
mon received opinion, so are thev directly contrary to the 
doctrine of the church of England ; for the visible descent 
of an angel must be a miracle. Now it is the doctrine of the 
church of England that miracles had ceased a long time be- 
fore prince Arthur came into the woVld. Now if the doctrine 
of the church of England be true, as we are obliged to be- 
lieve, then are all the celestial machines in Prince Arthur 
unsulierable, as wanting not only human, but divine pro- 
bability. But if the machines are suflTerable, that is, if they 
have so much as divine probability, then it follows of neces- 
sity that the doctrine of the church is false. So I leave it 
to every impartial clergyman to consider,* &c. Preface to 
the Remarks on Prince Arthur. 

Ver. 970. (As morning prayers and flagellation end.)] It 
is between eleven and twelve in the morning, after church 
service, that the criminals are whipped in Bridewell. This 
is to mark punctually the time of the day : Homer does it 
1^ the circumstance of the judges rising frrm court, <k of 
Vol. H. 16 
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Who ffings most filth, and wide pollutes aroimd 
Hie streams, be his the Weekly Journals bound ; S89 
A pig of lead to him who dives the best ; 
A peck of coals apiece shall glad the rest.* 

In naked majesty Oldmizon stands, 
And, Milo-like, sarveys his arms and hands 



(he labourers* dinner : our author by one ver^ proper both to 
the persoDs and the aeene of his poem, which we may re- 
member commenced in the evening of the lord-mayor's day. 
The first book paasod in that night ; the next morning the 
eames begin in the Strand, thenco along Fleet-street (piaoes 
inhabited by booksellers.) then they proceed by BrideweU 
toward Fleet-ditch, and lastly through Ludgate to the city, 
and the temple of the goddess. 

Ver. 280. The Weekly Journals') Papers of news and 
icaodal intermixed, on diflferent sides and parties, and fre- 

Suently shi fling from one side to the other, called the Loo- 
on Journal, British Journal, Daily Journal, &c., the con- 
cealed writers of which for some time were Oldmixoa, 
Roome, A r nail, Concaoen, and others ; persona never seen 
by our author. 

Ver. 283. In naked majesty Oldmixon stands,] Mr. 
John Oldmixon, next to Mr. Dennis, the most ancient critic 
of our nation; an unjustcensurerof Mr. Addison in bis prone 
Essay on Criticism, whom also in his imitation of Bouboars 
(called the Arts of L(»ic and Rhetoric) he misrepresents in 
plain matter of fact; for in p. 45, he cites the Spectator as 
abasing Dr. SwiA by name, where there is not the least iiiat 
of it; and in p. 304, is so injurious as to suggest that Mr. 
Addison himself writ that Tatler, No. 43, which says of bis 
own simile, that, * *Tis as great as ever entered into the 
mind of man.' 

In poetry he was not so happy as laborious, and therefore 
characterized by the>Tatler, No. 63, by the nnme of ' Omicron 
the Unborn Poet.* Curli, Key, p. l3. * He writ dramatie 
works, and a volume of poetry, consisting of heroic epistles, 
&c. some whereof are very well done,' said the great jndge, 
Mr. Jacob, in bis Lives of Poets, vol. ii. p. 303. 

In his Essay on Criticism, and the arts of Logic and 
Rhetoric, he frequently reflects on our author. But the top 
of his chr.racter was a perverter of histnrv, in that scanda- 
lous one of the Stuarts, in folio, and his Critical History ef 
England, t\vo volumes octavo. Being employed by bishop 
Kennet, in publishing the historians in his collection, he 
falsified Daniel's Chronicle in numberless places. Yet this 
very man, in the preface to the first of tht^Kc books, advanced 
a particular fact to charge three eminent persons of felsifv 
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Then sighing thne : * And am I now threescore ? 
-Ah, whj, je gods, should two and two make four V 
He said, and climbM a stranded lighter's height, 
$hot to the black abyss, and plunged downright 
The senior's judgment all the crowd admire, 
Who, but to sink the deeper, rose the higher. 290 

Next Smedley diyed ; slow circles dimpled o'er 
T)ie quaking mud, that closed and oped no more. 
All look, all sigh, and call on Smedley lost ; 
Smedley in vain resounds through all the coast. 

Then * * essay'd ; scarce vanished out of sight, 
He buoys up instant, and returns to light : 
He bears no tokens of the sabler streams, 
And mounts far off among the swans of Thames. 

True to the bottom see Concanen creep, 
A cold, long-winded native of the deep : 900 



iDg the lord Clarendon's History; which fact has been dis- 
proved by Dr. Atterbury, late bishoj) of Rochester, then ths 
only survivor of them ; and the particular part he pretended 
to be falsified, produced since, after almost ninety years^ io 
that noble author's original manuscript. * He was all his lift 
a virulent party-writer for hire, and received his reward ia 
a small place, which he enjoyed to his death. 

Ver. 291. Next Smedley dived;] In the sanrentitloiL 
editions, this whole episode was applied to an initial lette 
E — , by whom, if they meant the laureat, nothing was mort 
absurd, no part asreemg with his character. The allegor} 
evidently demands a person dipped in scandal, and deeply 
immersed in dirty work ; whereas Mr. Eusden*s writings 
rarely offended but by their length and multitude, and ac 
cordinirly are taxed of nothing el»e in book i. ver. 102. Bnt 
the person here mentioned, an Irishman, was author and 

Subliaher of many scurrilous pieces, a weekly Whitehall 
ournal, in the year 1722, in the name of Sir James Baker; 
and particularly whole volumes of Billingsgate n gainst Dr. 
Swill and Mr. Pope, called Gulliveriana and Alexandriana, 
printed in octavo, 1728. 

Ver. 29.'5. Then * * essay'd ;] A gentleman df genios 
and spirit, who was secretly dipped in some papers of this 
kind, on whom our poet bestows a panegyric instead of a 
natire, as deserving to be better employed than in part3r' 
quarrels and personal invectives. 
Ver. 290. Concunen] Mathe^v Goneaoen, an Irishman 
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If peraetcrance gain the diver's prize, 

Not e?eriastiDg BUcicmore this denies : 

No Doise, DO stir, no motion canst thou makeT 

The ancoDscious stream sleeps o'er thee like a l^^ft,_^ 

Next plunged a feeble but a desperate pack, ""^ 
With each a sickly brother at his back ; 
Sons of a day ! just buoyant on the flood, 
Then number'd with the puppies in the mud. 
Ask ye their names 7 I could as soon discloee 
The names of these blind puppies as of those. 310 
Fast by, like Niobe (her children gone) 
Sits mother Osborne, stupiOed to stone ! 
And monumental brass this record bears, 
' These are, — ah no ! these were the Gazetteers !' 



bred to the law. Smedley (one of his brethren in enmity to 
Swift) in his MetamorphMis of Seribleroi, p. 7, accuses hiir 
of * having boasted of wbal be bad not written, but otben 
had revised and done for him.* He was author of several 
dull and dead scurrilities in the British and London Joor- 
oals, and in a paper called the SpeculatisL In a pamphlet, 
called a Supplement to the Proround, he dealt very un&irijf 
with our poet, not only frequently imputing to him Mr. 
Broome's verses (tor which he might iiidetid neem in sonie 
decree accountable, having corrected what that gentleman 
dio) but those of the Duke of Buckingham and others: to 
this rare piece somebody humorouslv caused him to take for 
his motto, De profundis clamavi. no was since a scribbler 
in the Daily Courant, where he i>oured forth much Billiogs- 
gate against the lord Bolingbroke, and others: after wbich 
this man was surprisingly promoted to administer justice and 
jiw in Jamaica. 

Ver. 306, 302. With each a sickl;^ brother at his back: 
Sons of a day, &c.] These were daily papers, a number of 
which, to lessen the expence, were printed one on the back 
of another. 

Ver. ^12. Osborne] A name assumed by the eldest tod 
ararest of these writers, who, at last^ being ashamed of 
his pupils, gave bis paper over, and in his age remaiaed 
silent. 

Ver. 314. Gazetteers !] We ou^ht not to suppose that a 
modern critic here tazeth the poet with an anachronism, 
affirming the^e gazetteers not to have lived within the lime 
of his poem, and challenging us to produce any such paper 
^ that date. But we may with equal aasnraoco unA 
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Not so bold Arnall ; widi a weight of skull, 
Furious he dires, precipitately dull. 

REMARKS. 
Iheae gaafetteMi n^t to have lived ninee, and ohallonge ah 
llie loarued woiUl lo produce one such pn^wr at this day. 
Surely Uierefure, where the point is so olMCure, our author 
ousht not to bf. cnnsared too rashly. Scribl, 

NotwithstHhdinf this aiTeoted ifnoranco of the food Sorib* 
lerua, the Daily Gazetteer was a title given vory pioperiy to 
certiiin pa^.ers, each of which lasted but a day. Into this, 
as a common sink, was received all the trash which haa 
been before disiiersed in several joorools, and circulated at 
the public ex|iense of tha nation. The authors were tlie 
aanae obscuru men ; though sumelimes relieved by occasional 
essays from slateshieo, courtiers, bishops, deans, and doC' 
lota. The moaner sort were rewarded with money ; othen 
with places or benefices, fro.a a hundred to a thousand a 
year. It appears from the Report of the Secret Committee 
foi' intinArmg into the Codduct of R. eari of 0-~, * That no 
leas than fifty thoosand seventy-seven pounds eighteen shil- 
lings were paid to authors and printers of newspapers, such 
as Free Britons, Daily Couranis, Com Cutter's Journals, 
Gazetteers, and other political papers, between Feb. 10| 
1731, and Fob. 10, 1741.' Which shows the benevolence 
of one minister to have expended, for the current dulness of 
ten years in Britain, double the sum which gained Louis 
Xrv. so much honour, in annual pensions to learned men all 
over Europe. In which, and in a much longer time, not a 
pension at court, nor preferment in the church or universi* 
ties, of any consideration, was bestowed on any man dis- 
tinguished for his learning separately from party-merit, or 
pamphlet-writing. 

It IS worth a reflection, that of all the panegyrics bestow^ 
ed by these writers on this great minister, not one is at this 
day extant or remembered, not even so much credit done to^ 
his personal character by all they have written, as by one' 
short occasional compliment of our author ; 

* Seen him I have ; but in his happier hour 
Of social pleasure, ill exchanged for power! 
Seen him, uncumber*d by the venal tribe, 
Smile without art, and win without a bribe.* 

Ver. 315. Arnall.J William Arnall, bred an attorney, 
was a perfect genius m this sort of work. He began under 
twenty with furtoos party papers : t)M>n succeeded Concanen 
in the'British Journal. At the (irst publication of the Dun- 
eiad, he prevailed on the author not to give him his dus 
place in it, by a letter professing his dolcstation of such 
practices as his predecessor's. But since, by tho most uv 
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Whirlpools and atorms his circling aim invest, 

With all the might of gravitation blesa'd. 

No crab more active in the dirty dance, 

Downward to climb, and backward to advance, 39t 

He brings up half the bottom on his head, 

And loudly claims the journals and the lead. 

The plunging prelate, and his ponderous grace. 
With holy envy gave one layman place ; 
When, lo ! a burst of thunder shook the flood, 
Slow rose a form, in maijesty of mud, 
Shaking the horrors of his sable brows. 
And each ferocious feature grim with ooze : 
Greater he looks, and more than moral stares ; 
Then thus the wonders of the deep declares : 330 

First he relates, how sinking to the chin, 
Smit with his mien, the mud-nymphs suck'd him in : 
How young Lutetia, softer than the down, 
Nigrina black, and Merdamante brown, 



examplod insolence, and personal abuse of several great 
men, the poefs particular friends, he moat amply deserved «. 
niche in the temple of infamy ; witness a paper called the 
Free Briton, a dedication entitled, Tu the Genuine Blan- 
derer, 1733, and many others. He writ for hire, and vaload 
himself upon it; not indeed without cause, it appearing, by 
the aforesaid Report, that he received ' for Free Britons and 
other writings, in the space of four years, no less than tea 
thousand nine hundred and ninety-seven pounds six shillings 
and eight pence, out of the Troasurv. But frequently, 
through his fury or folly, he exceeded a.l the bounds of bb 
eommission, and obliged his honourable patron to disavow 
his scurrilities. 

Ver. 323. The plunging prelate, &c.] It having beea 
Invidiously insinuated thai by this title was meant a truly 
:reat prelate, as respectable for his defence of the present 
jaiance of power in the civil constitution, as for his opposi- 
tion to the scheme of no power at rII, in the religious ; I 
owe so much to the memory of my deceased friend as to de- 
Clare, that when, a little before his denth, I rnforroed him of 
this insinuatifm, he called it vile and malicious, as any ctm- 
did man, he said, might understand, by his having paid a 
willing compliment to this very prelate in another part of 
khe poem. 



E 
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Vied for hk lote in jetty bowers below, 

As Hylas fair was ravishM long ago. 

Then sung, how, shown hira by the nut-brown maids 

A branch of Styx here rises from the shades ; 

That, tinctured as it runs with Lethe's streams, 

And wafting vaponrs firom the land ofdreams 94 

( As under seas Alpheus* secret sluice, 

Bears Pisa's ofiering to his Arethuse,) 

Pours into Thames ; and hence the mingled ware 

Intoxicates the pert, and lulls the grave : 

Here brisker vapours o'er the Temple creep. 

There, all fVom Paul's to Aldgate drink and sleep. 

Thence to the banks where reverend bards repose, 
They led him soft ; each reverend bard arose ; 
And Milboume chief, deputed by the rest, 
Gave him the cassock, surcingle, and vest. 390 

•Receive,* he said, *theae robes which once were mine : 
IXilness is sacred in a sound divine.' 

He ceased, and spread the robe ; the crowd confess 
The reverend ilamen in his lengthened dress. 
Around him wide a sable army stand, 
k low-bom, cell-bred, selfish, servile bajad, 



Ver. 349.^ And Milbourne.] Luke Milboume, a olern^ 
mail, the fairest of criticB; who, whea he wrote against Mr. 
Dryaen's Virgil, did him justice in printing at the same 
time his own tranfllations of him, which were intolerable. 
His manner of writing has a great resemblance with that of 
fhe gentlemen of the Dunciaa against oar author, as will be 
seen in the parallel of Mr. Dryden and him. 

Ver. 355. Around him wide, &c.] It is to be hoped, 
that the satire in these lines will be understood in the con- 
fined sense in which the author meant it, of such only of the 
clergy, who, though solemnly engaged in the service of re 
ligion, dedicate themselves for venal and corrapt ends to 
that of ministers or factions; and though educated under as 
entire ignorance of the worl<1, aspire to interfere in the 
governnient of it, and consequently, to disturb and disorder 
it; in which the^ fall short of their predecessors only by* 
being invested with much less of thnt powpr and authority, 
which they employed indifferently ^ns is hinted at in the 
lines above) either in supporting; arbitrary power, or in «x 
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Prompt or to gund or aXah, to s^int or damn ; 
Heaven's Swiss, who fight for any god, or man. 

Through Lud*B famed gates, along the well-known 
Fleet, 
Rolls the black troop, aad overshades the street, 36C 
TiU showers of sermons, charactsis, essays* 
In circling fleeces whiten all the ways : 
So clouds, replenish^ from some bog below. 
Mount in dark volumes, and descend in snow. 
Here stopt the goddess ; and in pomp proclaims 
A gentler exercise to close the games : 

* Ye critics ! in whose heads, as equal scales, 
I weigh what author's heaviness prevails ; 
Which most conduce to soothe the soul in slumben» 
My Henley's periods, or my Blackmoie's numbers ; 
Attend the trial we propose to make : 371 

If there be man, who o'er such works can wake. 
Sleep's all-subduing charms who dares defy. 
And boasts Ulysses' ear with Argus' eye ; 
To him we grant our amplest powers, to sit 
Judge of all present, past, and future wit ; 
To cavil, censure, dictate, right or wrong. 
Full and eternal privilege of tongue.' 

Three college sophs and three pert templars came, 
The same their talents, and their tastes the same : 
Each prompt to query, answer, and debate, 331 

And smit with love of poesy and prate. 
The ponderous books two gentle readers bring ! 
The heroes sit, the vulgar form a ring. 
The clamorous crowd is hush'd with mugs of muni, 
Till all, tuned equal, send a general hum. 
Then mount the clerks, and in one lazy tone 
Through the long, heavy, painful page drawl on ; 

REMARKS, 
citing rebellion ; in canonizing the vices of tyrants, or in 
blackening the virtues ofpHtriuts; in corrupting religion by 
napcrstiiion, or betraying it by libertinism, as eitiier was 
Jiougbt best to serve the ends of policy, or Uatter the follief 
^ the great. 
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Soft CTMping word* on word*, the sense conpose « 
At every line they stretch, they yawn, they dose. 990 
As to soft gales lop-heavy pines bow low 
Their heeds, end lift them as they cease to. blowi 
Thus oft they rear, and oft the head decline^ 
As breathe, or pause, by fits, the airs divine. 
And now to thk side, now lo that they nod. 
As verse, or prose, infuse the drowsy god. 
Thrice Budget aim'd to speak, but thrice suppiess'd 
By potent Arthur, knock'd his chin and breast 
Toland and Tindal, prompt at priests to jeer. 
Yet silent bow'd to * Christ's no kingdom here.* 400 
Who sat the nearest, by the words o'ercome, 
Slept tirst ; the distant nodded to the hum. * 

Then down are rolFd the books \ stretched o*er them 

Ues 
Each gentle clerk, and muttering seals his eyes. 
As whai a Dutchman plumps into the lakes, 
One circle first, and then a second makes, 

KBMARKS. 

Ver. 397. Thrice Budgel aim*d to speak.] FamouH fur 
his speeches on many occasions about iho South Sea 
sebemes, &c. ' He is a very ingenious geaileroaa, and hath 
written some excelieot epilogues to piays, and one sroalJ 
piece on Love, which is very pretty.*— -Jacob, Lives oi' Po- 
ets, TOl. ii. p. S^< But this gentleman since made himself 
mneh more eminent, and personally well known to be the 
greatest sutesmao or all parties, as well as to all tho courts 
of law in this nation. 

Ver. 399. Toland and Tindal,] Two persons not so 
happy as to be obscure, who writ against the religion of 
thsir country. Toland, the author of the atheist's lituigy, 
called Pantheisticon, was a spy, in pay to lord Oxford. Tin- 
dal was author of the Rights of the Christian Church, and 
Cbristiaaity as old as the Creation. lie also wrote an abu' 

sive pamphlet against earl S , whi :h was sunpressed 

while yet in MS. by an eminent person, ;hen out. or the mi- 
nistry, to whom he showed it, expecting his approbation. 
This doctor afterwards published the same piece, mutate 
nnUMuliSf against that very person. 

Vor. 400. Christ's no kingdom.] This is said by CvrlL 
Key to Done to allurie to a scrm'^n of a reverend bishop 
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Whuc Dttlneaa dropped unonf her sons i 

Like motioii from one eirele to tlierest : 

So from the midmost tlie nutftdon tpretdi 

Roimd ftnd more round, o*er aU the sm of Imtds. 4 W 

At lait Gentltvre felt her voice to ftil, 

Motteux MmMif aafinich'd left h» ta}e, 

Boyer the Mete, end Law the aiafe gave D^er, 

Morgan and Maaderil coald prate w» aiofe^ 

Noiton, fiwm Daniel and Oatiofca apnmg^ 

Blei8*d with his father'e front, and mother'ttmgde^ 

Hung silent down his never-blnahlag head ; 

And all wat faosh^d, at foUy^a a^lf laj dead. 

• RSMARKS. 

Ver. 411. Ceotlivre.] Mrs. Sutianna Centlivre, wife lu 
Mr. Ceiitlivre, ydoiuan of the mouth to Mi majesty. She 
writ many plays, and a song, (says Mr. Jacob, vok i. p. 33,^ 
before slw was sevon years old. She also writ a oaUm 
against Bfr. Pope^s Homer, before he began it. 

Ver. 413. Boyer the state, and Law the vtage g«^ o'er,] 
A. Boyer, a votuminoas eompiler of annals, ptditieal ooUee« 
tions, 4to. — William Law, A. M. wrote with great seal 
against the stage ; Mr. Dennis answered with as great ; tbelz 
books were printed in 17%, Thor game Mr. Law is autlioc 
of a book entitled, An Appeal to all that doubt of or disbe- 
lieve the truth of the Gospel ; in which he has detailed a 
system of the rankest Spinosism, for the most exalted the* 
ology; and amongst other things as rare, has infbrmed as of 
this, that sit fsaae Newton sti^e the priucipies of hit pbi- 
lusophy from one Jacob Behmen, a German coM>ier. 

Ver. 414. Morgan,] A writer against religion, distiii> 
guished no otherwise from the rabble of bis tribe, diao by 
the pompousness of bis dtle; for having stolen hie morality 
from I'indal, and hiM philosophy from Spinosa, he calls fain- 
s»lf, by the coartesy of England, a mbrttl philosofiher. 

Ibid. Mandevii.] This writer who prided Mmae^ iolfae 
reputation of an immoral philosopher, w«« author bf a At- 
mous book called the Fable of the Bees ; written tonram 
that moral virtue is the invention of knaves, and ChnsliAa 
virtue the imposiiion of fool^ ; and that vice i« tracMnry, 
and alone sufficient tn rKud^^r society floorithing and' iMip|^. 

Ver. 415. Norton,] Norton De Foe, offspring of tbeft- 
moas Daniel, fortes ereanlur fortibvu. One of Uie aotkoit 
of the Flying Post, in which well bred work Mr. P. hid 
sometime the honour to be abused with his betters: and of 
many hired scunriiitioa and daily papers, to wUoh he nevm 
mJuiBaaM, 
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' nras the soft gifts of sleep eonehide the dty, 
And stretch'd on bulks, as usual, poets laj. 490 

\Vt%j should I sing, what bards the nightly muse 
T>id slumbering visit, and convej to stews ? 
"Who prouder march*d with magistrates in state, 
To some famed round-house' ever-open gate ? 
How Henley lay inspired beside a sink, 
And to mere mortals seem*d a priest in drink : 
While others, timely, to the neighbouring Fleet 
(Haunt of the muses) made their safe retreat ? 

BOOK THE THIRD. 

ARGUMENT. 
After the other persons are disposed in tbeir proper 
places of rest, the goddess transports tbe king to ber 
temple, and there lays him to slumber, with his bead 
on her lap ; a position of marvellous yirtue, which 
causeth all the visions of wild enthusiasts, projectors, 
politicians, inamoratos* castle-builders, chemists, and 
poets. He is immediately carried on the wings of 
ftincy, and led by a mad poetical Sibyl to tbe Elysian 
shade ; where, on the banks of Lethe, the souls of the 
dull are dipped by Bavius. before tbeir entrance into 
this world. There he is met by the ghost of Settle, and 
by him made acquainted with the wonders of the place, 
and with those which he himself is destined to perform. 
Be takes him to a mount of vision, fVom whence he 
•bows him the past triumphs of tbe empire of Dulness, 
then the present, and lastly the future: how small a 
part of tbe world was ever conqueied by science, bow 
soon those oonquesu were stopped, and those very na- 
tions again reduced to her dominion. Then distin- 
guishing tbe island of Great Britain, shows by what 
aids, by what persons, and by what degrees it shall be 
brought to her empire. Some of the persons bo causss 
to pass in review before his eyes, describing eaeh by 

EXMARKB. 

Ver. 497. Fleet,] A prison for imohrsM debtors on the 
baok of tbe ditch. 



M4 POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 

hiB pfDiiBr Jifure, ebaracter, and qnalillcationg. Om a 
Midden the scene aliifU, and a vast number of mira- 
cles and prodigies am»ar, utterly surprising and un- 
known to the king himself, till they are explained to 
be the wonders of his own reign now commencing 
On this subject Settle breaks into a congratulation, 
yet not unmixed with concern, that his own time* 
were but the types of these. He prophesies bow fint 
the nation shall be overrun with fkroes, operas, and 
shows; the throne of Dulness shall be advanced over 
the theatres, and set up even at court : then how her 
sons shall preside in the seats of arts and sciences; 
giving a glimpse, or Pisgah sight, of the future ful- 
ness of'her glory, the accomplishment whereof it the 
subject of the fourth and last book. 



BOOK III. 
But in her temple's last recess enclosed, 
On Dulness* lap the anointed head reposed. 
Him close she curtains round with vapours blue, 
And soft besprinkles with Cimmerian dew. 
Then raptures high the seat of sense overflow, 
Which only heads refined from reason know. 
Hence from the straw where Bedlam's prophet nods, 
He hears loud oracles, and talks with gods : 
Hence the fool's paradise, the statesman's scheme, 
The air-built castle, and the golden dream, 10 

REMARKS. 

Ver. 5, 6, Slo.] Hereby is intimated that the fbllowipg 
vision is no more than the chimera of Iho dreamw^s biaio, 
and not a real or intended satire on the premnt age, donbt- 
less more learned, more enli^hteDed, and more abouodiog 
with great geoiuies in divinity, politics, and whatever arts 
and sciences, than all the preceding. For fear of any sack 
mistake of our poet's honest meaning, he bath again, at the 
and of the vision, repeated Ihis monition, saying that it all 
l»a«sed through the ivory gate, which (according to tb« aa* 
c-icnts) denoieth falsity. SeriU. 

How much ii]« good Scriblerus was mistaken, maybe 
H!f n from the fdvrth book, which, it is plain from beoos, bs 
had never seen. £chU. 
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Thm maid'i lonaatie wMmi 
And poet's Tision «f «t«nMil fune. 

And BoW| OM ftncy's easy wing oenvay*^ 
The king deaoendiag, view« tkm E^iiB ■baite. 
A aU]Hthod Sibyl led hk ttepi along, 
In loft J madness meditating song ; 
Her tresses staring ftom poetic dnams, 
I And never wosli'd, but in Castalia's atieami. 
Taylor, their better Chanm, keds an oar, 19 

(Once fwan of Thamesif tmiigh now he sinfi nottofe,; 
Benlowes, propitieiia atill Co blockheads, hows ; 
And Shadwell nods the poppy on his bvewa. 



Ym. 1& A aliiMlMMl Sibyl.] This allegory k estoaowly 
Jest, DoeoBfonnatiua ef Um mind so naeh subjeoUiur it lo 
seal lasdiMwi, as that whieh produeM real dnliMM. Hanos 
we find the relij^ious (as well u the poetical) eathusiasto cf 
all a^iis were aver, ia their eeAural ttate, aUMt haary and 
hiinpiah; but oa the leaat appllcatioo of beat, tbay ran Uke 
lead, which of all metali falls quickest into fusion. Wliera- 
•a fin in a f eaius is traly Promethean ; it harts not its eoa- 
•Ikaent parte, bat only fits it (as it does weU^arapassd 
alaal) for the aaeassary impressioas of arU But tbe conuDaa 
peoaW have beea taught (1 do not know oo what founda- 
tion) to regard lanaey as a mark of wit, just as the Tnrka 
omI oar raodera Bietbodiats doof holiness. But if the caaaa 
of madaess assigned by a cteat phiiosopber be tme, it will 
unavoidably fall upon tbe dunces. He supnoseo it to be tlM 
dwelling over-h>ng oo one object or idea. Now as this at* 
taotioa is occasioned either by grief or stody, it will be And 
by dnkwai: which hath not qutekaess enough to eompva- 
haad what it seelcs, nor force and vigour eooogh to diveH 
the imagination from the object it laments. 

Var. If. Taylor.] John Taylor, tbe water poet, An honest 
nan, wbo awns he learned not so oMick as taa aeaideoce : a 
snra example of modesty in a poet! 

'I must confess I do wnnt eloquence. 
And never scarce did learn my accidence: 
For having got from posmm to posset^ 
I theie was gravell'd, could no farther get* 
He wrote fourscore books in the reign of James L aad 
Charlea I. and afterwards Hike Edward Ward) kept an ab^ 
house in Long^acre. Ho ated io 1654. 

Vet. 21. Benlowes,] A country i^entleman, famous for 
his own bad poetry, and for pationiaing bad paats, ss may 
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Here^-m a dwkj vile wAmbk Lethe rotti. 

Old Bavius tits, to dip poetic aoula, 

And UiuC the aei»e» end fit it for a skoil 

Of aolid proof, impeaetmbly dull : 

Instant, when dipp*d, away thej wing their flight. 

Where Brown and JUeera unbar the gatea of light. 

Demand new bodioB, and in calTs array, 

Rush to the world, impatient for the day. j 

Millions and milUoae on these banks he views, 

rUek as the stars of night, or morning dews. 

As thick as bees o'er 'vernal blossoms fly. 

As thick as eggs at Want in pillory. 



be seen firom many dedicatioos of Qaaries and othan ta 
Mm. Some of ibese anagramed his naaie Bealowa ioio Bo- 
o«Tolua : to verify whicli, he siieot his whole eetata opoa 
them. 

Ver.23. And Shad well nods the poppy, &6.] ShadweU 
took opium for many yean; ana died of too large a doaa, 
in the year 1603. 

Ver. 34. Old BnTiue eite.] Bavius wa* an ancient poet, 
celebrated by Virgil for the like cansee as Bays by our a»> 
tiior, though not in so Cbtistian-like a manner: for beathoii> 
iahly it is declared by yir|il of Bavius, that he ought to bo 
hated and detested for bis evil works; qui Bmnum n«a 
odit : whereas we have often bad oeeasion to obeerre oar 
poet's great good nature and mercifulness through tho 
whole course of this poem. ScriU. 

Ver. 38. Brown and Meera] Booksellers, prinlen lor 
any body. The allegory of the souls of the dull eomiog 
forth in the form of books, dressed in caiPs leather, aoi 
beina let abroad in vast numbers by booksellers, is suffi* 
ciently intelligible. 

Ver. 34. Ward in pillory.l John Ward, of Hackney, 
esq. member of parliament, being convicted of forgwy, wn 
flrst expelled the boose, and then sentenced to the pillory on 
the 17tb of February, 1737. Mr. Curll (having likewise 
stood there) looks upon the mention of such a gentleman io 
a satire, as a great act of barbarity, Key to Dune. 3d edit. p. 
16. And another author reasons thus upon it: Dnrgen. 8vo. 
p. 11, 13. ' How unworthy is it of Christian charity to ant* 
mate the rabble to abuse a worthy man in such a aitnatioa! 
What could move the poet thus to mention a brave saffiner, 
a gallant prisoner, exposed to the view of all mankind 1 It 
was laying aside bis senses, it was committing a crime for 
which the law it deficient not to punish him ! aay, a crime 



TfflS DUHCSAD. Ul 

Woadering he gazed ; when, lo ! a sage appean, 
Bj his broad shoulden kaowii, and length of eaia, 
Known by the band and soil whieb Settle wore 
(His onlj salt) for twice three yean before : 
All as the Test, appeared the wearer's fiame. 
Old in new state, another, yet the same. 4C 

Bland and familiar as in life, began 
Thus the great father to the greater son : 
Oh born to see what none ean see awake ! 
Behold the wonders of the obUvioos lake ! 

REMARKS, 
which mao can scarce forgive^ ur lirae efface ! nothing gurely 
could have induced him to it but being bribed by a great 
lady/ Slc. (to whom this brave, boneat, worthy gentleman 
was guilty of no ofbooe but forgery, proved in open court.) 
But it is evident thia verae could not be meant of him ; it 
fining notorious that no eggs were thrown at that gentleman. 
Perhaiw, therefore, U night be istended of Ifr. Edward 
Ward, tha poet, when he stood there. 

Ver. 36. And length of ears,] This is a sophisticated 
reading. I think 1 may venture to affirm all the copvists 
are mistaken here: 1 believe I may say the same or the 
iOiiiaca; Dennis, Oldmixoo, Welsted. have passed it in sileooe. 
I have also stumbled at it, and wondered how an error so ma- 
nifest could escape such accurate persons. I dare assert, It 
proceeded originally from the inadvertency of some trans- 
criber, whose head ran on the pillory, mentioned two lines 
before; it is therefore aroacing that Mr. Curll himself should 
overlook it ! Yet that scholiast takes not the least notice 
hereof. That the learned Mist also read it thus, is plain 
from his ranging tliis passage among those in which our au- 
thor was blamed fur personal satire on a man's face ^where- 
4>f doubtless he might take the ear to be a part;) solikewiis 
Ooncanen, Ralph, the Flying Post, and all the herd of com- 
mentatort— Tola armenta »0qMuntur. 

A very liule sagacity (which all these gentlemen, there- 
lore wanted) will restore to us the true sense of the poet thus : 

'By his broad shoulders known, and length of years.' 
flee how eai^ a change of one single letter ! That Mr. Set- 
tls was old, IS most Mftain ; but be wns (happily) a stranger 
to the pillory. This note is partly Mr. Theobald's, part^ 
Seribl. 

Ver. 37. Settle.l Elkanah Bottle was onee a writer in 
vogue as well as Cibber, both for dramatic poetry and poli- 
tics. Mr. Dennis tells us. that ' be was a formidable rival to 
Mr. Drydea, and that in the nnivsisity of Cambridgs there 
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IImo, yet unborn, bMt loQch'a tUfl lierKl flhtra ; 
Tke hand o€ Baviw dimdi'd thee o*er aad o'er. 
Bat blind t» Ibnwr, m to fotoin ftte, 
What mortal knows bis pfo*eiittent ttnte 7 
Who koom howflong thy tiUMnigning toid 
Might from BomIub to BoMtinn roll ? I 

How many Dutchnni aho ▼onehaalbd to thnd 7 
How many atagea thiough oM nenka alio lid T 
And all who aince, in wild benighted daya, 
Mix*d the Qwl*a ivy with the poet*a hnya. 
Aa man*8 meandera to the vital apring 
Roll all tbetr tidee, then back their circlea faring; 
Or whirligiga, twirl'd round by akilful awain. 
Suck the thread in, then yield it ont againi 
All nonaenae thua, of okl or modem date, 
Shall, in thee centre, from thee cireolate. 

For thia, ear qoaan unfoUa to viaion trae 
Thy mental eye, for thou haat much to view : 



w«i« those who gave him tfaaprafenoea.* Mr. Welatad gatt 
yet further in hi* behalf! 'Poor Settle waa formerly Iba 
mif bty rival of Dryden : nay, for many yean, bore bit reaji- 
tatioD above him.' Frer. to liia Poema, 8vo. p. 31. And Mb. 
Miiboarae cried oat, * How liltia wat Drydea able, evaa 
when Mc blood ma high, lo defend bimielf against Mr. Set- 
tle I* Notes on Dryd. Virg. p. 17Sb Tbese are oomfortabia 
opinions; and no wonder some aethara indulge them. 

He was aotlior or puMiiber of many aotad pansphlstB, la 
the time of king Charles 11. Be answered all Drydeo's p»> 
fitieal poems ; and being cried up on one side, soeeeeded nal 

'rof tr " '" .. - ^ 



a little ia bis traaedy of the Empress of Moroeeo, the Art 
that was ever printed with eats. * Upon tfau he grew iasa- 
lent, the wits writ against bis play, be reolied, and the Iowa 
jiidged be bad the better. In short. Settle was then thon|bt 
a very fororidable rival to Mr. Burden; and not only the 
town, but the university of Cambridge waa divided wJuebta 
prefer ; and ia both plaees the yonogar sort inetinad la B- 
kanah.* Dennis, Praf. to Rem. on Hon. 

Ver. 50. Might from Bcsotian, &c.l Bosotia lay aadir 
the. ridicule of the wiu formerly, as Ireland does bow: 
though it produced one of the graatsat poels aad oaa of tha 
greatest generals of Greece : 

* Baetnm erasao jmaras aSra salwn.*— ilsr. 



Old soenes of glorf, tidiM lo«i; «ut behtoil, 
Shftll, fint rectU*d, rash forward to thy nkiad : 
Then stretch thy tight o*er all her fiaing raiga, 
And let the paat and fotare fira thy bnitt. 

Aaoead thia hill, whose clondy point commaoda 
Her boundless empira over aeaa and lands : 
See, ronnd tha poks, where keener spanglea shine, • 
Where apices smoke, beneath the burning line, 70 
(Elartb's wide eztramea,} her safaje flag displayed. 
And all the nations coter'd in her ahade ! 

Far eastward caat thine eye, from whence the aun 
And orient aeienoe their bright coiuae begun : 
One godlike monarch all that pride confounds, 
He, whose long wall the wandering Tartar bounda i 
Heavens ! wh^ a pile t whole ages perish there, 
And one bright bhae turns leaniing into air. 
Thence to the south extend thy gladden'd eyea ; 
There rival flames with equal glory rise, 80 

From shelves to shelves see greedy Vulcan roll, 
And lick up all their physic of the soul. 

How little, mark ! that portion of the ball. 
Where, feint at best, the beams of science fall : 
Soon as they dawn, from hyperborean skies 
Embodied dark, what clouds of Vandals rise .' 
Lo ! where Moeotis sleeps, an4 hardly flows 
The freezing Tana'ia through a waste of snows. 
The North by myriads pours her mighty sons. 
Great nurse of Goths, of Alans, and of Huns ! 90 
See AIaric*8 stern port ! the martial frame 
Of Genseric ; and Attila's dread name ! 



REMARKS. 

Ver. 75. Chi Ho-am-ti, emperor of China, the Mine who 
built the great wall between China and TarUry, destroyed 
all the booiis and learned men of that empire. 

Ver. 81, 83. The caliph, Omar I. having conquered 
Egypt, eauaed hie general lo burn the Ptolamaan Ubraryycn 
ih« gatei of which was this inscription, 
The physio uf the nul. 

Vol. II. 17 
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See, the IMi OitioffodM on Lstiam fiilt; 

See, thellewe Visigoths on Spain and Gaol ! 

See, where the morning gilds the pahny «hoi« 

(The soil that aifs and infant letters bore) 

Hit conquering tribes the Arabian pfoiriiet draws* 

And saving ignorance enthrones by laws : 

See Cbrisdans, Jews, one heavy sabbath keep, 

And all the western world believe and sleep. 108 

Lo ! Home heneif, proud mistress now no more 
Of arts, but thundering against heathen lore : 
Her gny*hair*d synods damning books unread. 
And Bacon trembling for his brecMi head. 
Pbdua, with sighs, beholds her livy bum. 
And e*en the Antipodes Virgilhis mourn. 
See, the Cirque falls, the «npillar*d temple nods. 
Streets paved with h«roes, lybw choked wiA gods: 

REMARKS. 

Ver. 96. (Tbe Mil that arti and iofast letlmt boro.)J 
FhoBDicia, Syria, &c. where letters are said lo have been ia- 
vented. In these countries Mahomet began his conqaesis. 

Ver. lOS. Thundering against heathen lore :] A stroog 
instance of this pious rage is placed to pope Gregory's ao> 
count. John or Salisbury gives a very odd encomium of 
this pope, at the same time that he mentions one of the 
strangest effects of this eacess of sea) in him : 'Doctor sane* 
tifisimus ille Gregorius, qui meUeo pnedioationis imbre tetain 
rigavit et inebriavii ecdesiaro; non modo mathesin jusait ab 
aulft, sed, ul traditur a mojoribus, incendio dedit probata 
leciionis seripta, Pabitinus qoacnaqae tenebat Apollo 1* 
And in anoUier place : ' Fertnr beatua Gpesorius biblioUie* 
cam combusdisse gentilem ; quo divins pagfne gratior esief 
locus, et major aucioritas, et diligentSa studiosior.* IV 
siderius, archbishop of Vienna, was sharply reproved hy 
him for teaching grammar and literature, and oxplaioin^ 
the poets : because (says this pope) ' In unu se ore cum Jovia 
laudibus Chrtsti laudes non capiunt: Etquam grave oefan- 
dumqne sit episcopis canere quod nee laieo religioao coove- 
niat, ipse con»idera.' He is said among the rest to have 
httnied Livy ; * Quia in soperetitiooibus et saoris Romaao> 
rum perpetuo versatur.' The same pope is aooueed by Va^ 
riua, and otbera, of having caused the noble mooumettts oi 
the old Roman roagoiftoence to be destroyed, lest those wIm 
came to Rome should give more attention to triamphll 
Mohci, fcc than to holy thiofi. Bayla, DioU 
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Till Pet8r*f kenpv tane chrittM -d Jovb aima, 
AndPbntQftloMalemiBUsPkgaiilMmi; iH 

See gTttcefiil V«ihu to «.«iigui ttmU, 
Or Phidias brokea^aad ApaU«i ban'd. 

Behold yoa iale, hf palaMn,.pilgriai8 toad, 
Men bearded, bdd, aowl'di aaaowrd* ahod^ aMhod^ 
PeelM, patoh^d* aod piebald^ Uaaeyarolaay hiothen^ 
Qimva mmHiieial alaavalaiaaoney aadihittlaaaeihen 
ThatoDoewaaBrilatB^-Hapipy! iMdahaaaan 
No fiercer aoii% had Eaaler never baao* 
hi peaeottfF'M^foddeah aver ha adored ; 
How keen the war, if Dalae» draw the auroid 1 190 
Thoi Tiait not thy own I on thia Uaia'd age 
O spread thy influeaoey but restrain thy mge. 

And see, my sop ! th» hour is on its way, 
That lifts our goddess to imperial sway ; 
This favourite isle, long severed finm her reign, 
I>OTe*like she gathers to her wings again. 
Now look through (ate ! behold the scene she draws! 
What aids, what armies, to assert her cause ! 



Ver. 100. Tin Petef ■ keys some chrtsteiiM Jove adorn.} 
After the ffotrernment of Rome devolved to the Popes, their 
seal was fur some time exerted in demolishing the heathen 
temples and statoes, so that the Goths scarce destroyed 
snore monaments of antiquity out of rage, than these oat of 
devotion. At lengfth they spared some of the temples, by 
converting them into images of saints. In much later tiroes, 
it was thought necessary to change the statues of Apollo 
and PallaS) on the tomb of Sannazarius, into David and Ju- 
diifa ; the lyre easily became a harp, and the Gorgon's head 
tamed to that of Hdofernes. 

Ver. 117. 118. Happy ! had Easter never been.] Wan 
in England anciently, about the right time of celebrating 
Easter. 

Ver. 190. Dove-like, she gathers] This is fulfilled in 
the fourth book. 

▼er. 138. What aids, what armies, to assort her cause!] 
i. e. Of poets, nntiquaries. critics, divines, freethiokers. But 
as this revolution is only nere set on foot by the first of these 
slaases, the poets, they only are here particularly celebrated, 
a4id they anly properly fall under the care and review of 
this ooUeagae of DulBeiB, ths iaaraata. The otiMn, wba 



tti POPE'S POITFK; AL WORKS. 

See all her^ogeny, illiutrious ligfat ! 

fiehold and coa«t them, a« they rise to light I9C 

Aa BerecjDthia, wbiie her effapring vie 

In homage to the mother of the aky, 

Surveya arouad her, in the UeaaM abode 

A hundred aona, and every sod a god : 

Nat with lesa glory mighty Dnlseea crownM 

Sbatt lake through Grub-atreet her triumphant round , 

And, her Pamaaaua glaneing o'er at once, 

Behold a hundred sons, and each a dance. 

Mark first that youth who takes the foremost place, 
And thnntfl his person fiiU into your face. 140 

With all thy Other's virtues bless'd, be born ! 
And a new Gibber shall the stage adorn. 

A second see, by meeker mannen known. 
And modest as the maid that sips alone ; 
From the strong ikte of drams if thou get free, 
Another D'Urfey, Ward ! shall sing in thee : 
Thee shall each alehouse, thee each gillhouse mourn, 
And answering gin-shops sourer sighs return. 
Jacob, the scourge of grammar, mark with awe; 
Nor less revere him, blunderbuss of law. 150 

REMARKS. 

f\n\Hh the great work, are reserved forlhe fourth book, where 
the go(ldei!8 herself appears in full glory. 

Ver. 140. Jacob, the scourge uf grammar, mark with 
awe;] ' This gentleman is son of a considerable master of 
Romsey in Southamptonsliire, and bred lo the law under a 
very eminent attorney, who, between his more laborioiu 
etodies, has diverted himself with poetry. He is a great ad- 
mirer of poets and their works, which has occadioncd him 
to try his genius that way. He has writ in Prose the Lives 
of the poett), EHsays, and a great many law books, The Ac- 
complished Conveyancer, Modern Justice, &.G.' Giles Jacofc 
of himself. Lives of Poets, vol. i. He very groasly and oo 
ntovokcd, abused in that book the author's friend, Mr. Gay. 

Ver. 149, 150. , 

Jacob, Ihe scourge of grammar, mark with awe 
Nor less revere him, blunderbuss of law.j 

Tiiere may seem aonae error in these verses, Mr. Jacob 
saving proved oar autliiMr to have a iMpiict for iiim, Yy ihii 
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Lo, P— p—46*f lirow, tremendoas to the town, 
Honieek'* fierce eye, and Roomers funereal frown. 
IjO eneering Goode, half malice and half whim, ' 

A fiend in glee, ridiculously grim. 
Each cygnet sweet, of Bath and Tunbridge race, 
Whoee tunefal whistling makes the waters pass : 

RBMARKS. 

undeniable argumeot: 'He bad once a reg^ard for mj jod^ 
meut; otberwiM be never would have subscribed two gui- 
neas to me, for one tniall book in oolavo.* Jacob's Letter to 
Dennis, printed in Dennis's Remarks on the Duocind, p. 40. 
Tberefure 1 should think the appellation of blunderbuss to 
Mr. Jacob, like that of thunderbolt to Scipio, was meant io 
his honour. 

Mr. Dennis arg^ues the same way: 'My writings having 
made great impression on the minds uf all sensible men, Mr. 
P. repented, and to give proof of bis repentance, subscribed 
to my two volumes of Select Woiks, and afterwards to my 
two volumes of Letters.* Ibid. p. 80. We should hence be- 
lieve, the name of Mr. Dennis hath also crept into this poem 
by some mistake. But from hence, gentle reader! thou 
mayest beware, when thou givest thy monej to such authors, 
not to flatter thyself that thy motives are good nature or 
charity. 

Yer. 153. Horneck and Roome.] These two were viru- 
lent party-writers, worthily coupled together, and one would 
think prophetically, since, after the publishing of this piece, 
the former dyins, the latter succeeded him m honour and 
employment. The first was Philip Horneck, author of a 
Billingsgate paper, called the High German Doctor. Ed- 
ward Roome was son of an undertaker for funerals in Fleet- 
street, and writ some of the papers called Pasquin, where, 
by malicious inuendos, he endeavoured to represent our au- 
thor guilty of malevolent practices with a great man then 
under prosecution of parliament. Of this man was made 
the following epigram : 

'You ask why Roome diverts you with his jokes 1 
Yet if he writes, is dull as other folks ! 
You wonder at it— This, sir, is the case. 
The jest is lost unless he prints his face.* 

F — le was the author of some vile plays and pamphlets. 
He published abuses on our author in a paper called the 
Prompter. 

Yer. 153. Goode,] An ill-natured critic, who writ a 
satire on our author, called the Mock .£sop, and many 
anonymous libels in newspapers for hire. 

Yer. 156. Whose tunefiil whistling makss the waton 
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Each Bonggter, riddler, every i 
All crowd, who foremost shall be dama'd to i 
Some strain in rhyme ; the muses, on their racks, 
Scream like the winding of ten thousand jacks ; IflO 
Some, free from rhyme or reason, rale or check, 
Break Priscian's head, and Pegasus's neck ; 
Down, down the lanim, with impetuous whirl. 
The Pindars and the Miltons of a Curll. 

Silence, ye wolves ! while Ralph to Cynthia howls, 
And make night hideous — Answer him, ye owls ! 

Sense, speech, and measure, living tongues and dead 
Let all give way, — and Morris may be read. 
Flow, Welsted, flow ! like thine inspirer, beer, 169 
Though stale, not ripe ; though thin, yet never clear ; 



pass:] There were several succeMioas of tbeae sorts of 
minor poets at Tunbridee, Bath, &c. singing the praise of 
tlie annuals flourishing for that season ; whose names, in* 
deed, would be nameless, and therefore the poet slars tliein 
over with others in general. 

Ver. 165. Ralph.] James Ralph, a name inserted aAer 
the first editions, not known to our author till he writ a 
swearing piece, called Snwneyj very abusive of Dr. Swift, 
Mr. Gay, and himself. These lines allude to a thing of his, 
entitled Night, a Poem. This low writer attended bis own 
works with panegyrics in the Journals, and once in partico* 
lar praised himself highly above Mr. Addison, in wretched 
remarks upon that author*s account of English Poets, printed 
in a London Journal, Sept. 1728. He was wholly illiterate, 
and knew no language, not even French. Being advised to 
rend the rules of dramatic poetry before he began a play, he 
smiled and replied, 'Shakspeare writ without rules.' He 
ended at last in the common sink of all such writers, a po- 
Xticnl newspaper, to which he was recommended by bis 
friend Arnall, and received a small pittance for pay. 

Ver. 168. Morris] Besaleel. See Book ii. 

Ver. 169. Flow, Welsted, &c.1 Of this author see the 
Remark on Book ii. v. 209. Bat (to be impartial) add to it 
the following different character of him : 

*■ Mr. Welsted had, in hiss youth, raised so ^reat expecta- 
tions of his future genius, that there was a kmd of struggle 
between the most eminent of the two universities, which 
should have the honour of his education. To oompoand 
this he (civilly) became a member of both, and af\er having 
J goijjg jipjg gt ji^g Qjjjg^ jjg removed to the other. Frf m 
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So tweet^ mawJuah, and so snioothly dall ; 
Heady, not strong ; .o'erflowing, though not fuD. 
Ah Dennis ! Gildon, ah ! what Ul-starr'd lage 
Divides a fhend^ip long confimi'd by age 1 

REMARKS, 
thence he returaed to town, where he became the darling 
expectation of all the polite writer*, whose encouragement 
he acknowledged in biv oecasiona? poem», in a mannei that 
will make no smali part of the fame of hi» protectors. It 
aUo appears from his works, that be was happy ia the pa- 
tronage of the most iilustrioun characters of the preseat 
age. — Encouraged b]f such a combination in bis favour, be — 
published a b««k of poems^ some in the Ovidiaa, some ia 
the Horatiao maoner^ in both which Uie most exquisite 
judges pronounce he even rivalled bis masters.— His love- 
verges have rescued that way uf writing from contempt. — ^la 
his translations, be baa given us the very soul and spirit of 
bis author. His Ode — his Epistle— his Verses— bis Love* 
tale — all, are the most perfect things in all poetry.* Wei- 
Bted of himself, Char, of the Times, 9vo. 1796, page 93, 24. 
It should not be forgot for bis honour, that be received at 
one time the sura of five hundred pounds for secret serviea, 
among the other excellent authors hired to write anooj- 
mously for the ministry. See Report of the Secret Comnitr 
tee, &c. in 1742. 

Ver. 173. Ah, Dennis ! Gildon, ah M These noa beeama 
the public scorn by ^^ mere misuke or their talents. They 
would needs turn critics of tbeir own country writers (just 
as Aristotle and Longinus did of theirs,) and discourse upon 
the beauties and defects of composition : 

*• How parts relate to parts, and they to whole ; 

The body's hajrmony, the beaming sonl.' 

Whereas had they followed the example of those micro- 
scopes of wit, EuDter, Burman, and their followers, in verbal 
criticism on the learned languages, their acuteness aad in- 
dustry miebt have raised them a name equal to the most 
famous of the scholiasts. We cannot, therefore, but .ameul 
the late apostacy of the prebendary of Rochester, who be- 
ginning in BO good a train has now tnrned short to write 
comments on the Fire-side, and dreams upon Shakspeare: 
where we find the spirit of CMdmixon, Gitdon, and Dennis, 
all revived in bis belaboured observations. Scribl. 

Here ScriWeres, in tlihi affJiir of the Fire-side, I want thy 
usU'il candour. It is true, Mr. Upton did write notes upon 
it, but with all the hononr and good fnith in the world. He 
took it to be fl panegyric on his pntrnn. This it is to have 
to do with wits; a commerce unworthy a seboiiast of so 
PoVid teaming. .^tia. 

Vnr. 173. Ah, Denaia, &c.l The readar who has msb 
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Blockhead! with reason wicked wits abhoi-, 
But fool with fool is barbarous civil war. 
Blmbmce, embrace, my sons ! be foes no mors ! 
Nor glad vile poets with true critics* gore. 

Behold yon pair, in strict embraces join'd ; 
How like in manners and how like in mind ! IdC 



tbruueh the coame of these notes, what a eomtaot attend 
ance Mr. Denoia paid to our author and all his works, ma/ 
perhaps wonder be sboiidd be mentioned but twice, and so 
shghtly touched, in this poem. But in truth lie looked upon 
Mm with ■ome*e«teera, for havinf (more generoo^iy than all 
the rest) set his name to such writings. He was also a very 
old man at this time. By his own account of himself, in 
Mr. Jacob's lives, he must have been above threescore, 
and happily lived many years atler. 80 that he was senior 
to Mr. IrUrfey, who hitherto, of all our poets, enjoyed the 
longest bodily life. 

Ver. 179. Behold yon pair, &c.] One of these was au- 
thor of a weekly paper called The Grumbler, as the other 
was eoneemed in another called Pasquin, in which Mr. 
Pope was abused with the duke of Buckingham, ai;d bishop 
of Rochester* They also joined in a piece afainst his first 
undertaking to translate the Iliad, entitled Homehdes, by 
sir Itiad Doggrel, printed 1715. 

Of the ouer works of these gentlemen the world has 
heard no more, than it Would of Mr. Pope's, haf* their united 
laudable endeavours discouraged him fVom ; jrsuing his 
studies. How few good works had ever appeared ^noe 
men of true merit are always the least presuming) had there 
been always such champions to stifle them in tbetr concep- 
tion ! And were it not better for the public, that a millioa 
of monsters should come into the world, which are sure to 
die a» soon as bom, than that the serpents should straqgje 
one Hercules in his cradle? 

Tlie union of these two authors gave occasion to this epi 
gram: 

* Burnet and Ducket, friends in spite, 
Came hissing out in verse ; 

Both were so forward, each would writ»— 
So dull, each hunff an a — * 

Thus Amphisbmna (I have read) 
At either end assail«; 

None knows which leads or which is led, 
For both lioads are but tails.* 
Aftor many editions of titiii (>oem, the author thought fit te 
jinit ihe narneiii oC those two peri^ond, whose injury to him 
was of •« oid 8 date. 
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Eqaal in wit, and oqually polite. 
Shall this a Pasquin, that a Grumbler write: 
like are their merits, like rewards thej share, 
That shines a consul, this commissioner/ 

^ But who is he, in closet close y-pent. 
Of sober fkce, with learned dust besprent?' 
* Right well mine ejes arede the myster wight, 
On parchment scraps y-fed, and Wormius hight. 
To future ages may the dulness last. 
As thou preservest the dulness of the past ! 190 

There, dim in clouds, the poring scholiasts mark. 
Wits who, like owls, see only in the daik, 
A lumber-house of books in every head, 
For ever reading, never to be read : 

But, where each science lifts its modem type, 
History her pot, divinity her pipe. 
While proud philosophy repines to show. 
Dishonest sight ! his breeches rent below ; 
ImbrownM with native bronze, lo ! Henley stands, 
Tuning his voice, and balancing his hands. 200 



Ver. 184. That shines a cunsul, this comini.48ioner. 
Such places were given at this time to such sort of writers. 

Vor. 187. Myster wight.] Uncouth mortal. 

Ver. 188. Wormius hight.] Let not this name, pure!/ 
fictitious, be conceited to mean the learned Olans Wormius, 
much less (as it was unwarrantably foisted into the sarrepti 
tioas editions) our own antiquary, Mr. Thomas Hearne, whc 
had no way aggrieved our poet, but on the contrary publish- 
ed many curious tracts which he bath to his great content- 
ment perased. 

Ver. 192. Wits who, like owls, Sec] These few Hnes 
exactly describe the right verbal critic : the darker his an- 
tbor is, the better bo is pleased ; like the famous qnack doc- 
tor, who put up in his bills, he delighted in matters of diffl 
culty. Somebody said well of these men, that their heads 
were libraries out of order. 

Ver. 199. Lo! Henley stands, &c.} J. Henley, the 
orator ; he preached on the Sundays upon theological matters 
and on the Wednesdays upon all other sciences. Each 
auditor paid one shilling. He declaimed some years agains*. 
the greatest persons, mid occasionally did oar author that 
honour. WeUted, in Oratory Transactbns, No. 1, publish 
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How fluent nonsense tricUes ftom bis tongoe f 
How sweet the periods, neither said nor sun^ ! 



BEMARKS. I 

ed by Henley himaelf, fives the following account of fattt : 
* He was bora at Melton Mowbray, in Leicestershire. Fioai 
his own parish school he went to St John^s College, in Caoi' 
bridge. He began there to be uneasy ; for it shocked him tn 
find be was commanded to believe against bis own judgment 
• ia points of religion, philosophy, &c. fur his genius leading j 

him freely to dispute all propositions, and call all points to | 

aeeonnt, be was impatient under those fttters of the free- I 

born mind. Being admitted to priest's orders, be found tin | 

examination very short and superficial, and that it was not | 

necessary to conform to the Christian religion, in order | 

Mther to deaconship or priesthood. He came to town, and I 

after having for soaae years been a writer for booksellers, he I 

had an ambition to be so for ministers of state. The only 
reason be did not rise in the church, we are told, ' was the 
envy of others, and a disrelisfa entertained of him, becaose 
he was not qualified to be a complete spaniel.* However 
he offered the service of his pen to two great men, of opinions 
and interests directly opposite ; bv both of whotai being re- i 

jected, be set up a new piojecl, and styled himself the Eestorer I 

of ancient Eloquence. He thought ' it as lawful to take a 
licence from the king and parliament in one place as ano- I 

tber ; at Hickes's Hall, as at Doctors* Commons ; so set op 
his oratory in Newport- market. Butcher-row. There,* says 
his friendf 'be baa the assurance to form a plan, which 
00 mortal ever thought of; he had success against all oppo- 
sition ; challenged hts adversaries to fair disputations, and 
none would dispute with him ; writ, read, and studied twelve 
hours a day; composed three dissertations a week on all 
subjects; undertook to teach in one yenr what schools and 
universities teach in five; was not terrified by mennctis, in- 
sults, or satires, but still proceeded, matured his bold iicheme, 
and put the church, and all that, in danger.* — Webtad, 
Narrative in Orat. Transact. No. 1. 

After having stood some prosecutions, he turned Iiis 
riietoric to bunoonery upon all public and private occur- 
rences. Ail this passed in the same room, where sometimes 
be broke jests, and sometimes that bread which he called 
the primitive eucbarist. This wonderful person struck me- 
dals, which he dispersed us tickets to his subscribers ; the 
device a star rising to the meridian, with this motto, i 

AD SVMMA : and below, INVENIAM VIAM AVf 
PAOIAM. This niun had a hundred pounds a vear givea 
him for the secret service ofa weekly paper of unlntelligiblf 
nonsense, called the Hyp-Doctor. 
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Still break the benehes, Henley ! ^th thy strain, 
While Sherlock, Hare, and Gibson, preach in vain. 
Oh great restorer of the good old stage, 
Preacher at once, and zany of thy age ! 
Oh worthy thou of Egypt's wise abodes, 
A decent priest, where monkeys were the gods ! 
But fate with butchers placed thy priestly stall. 
Meek modem faith to murder, hack, and rnanl ; 210 
And bade thee live, to crown Britannia's praise. 
In Tobnd's, Tindal's, and in Woolston's days. 

Yet oh, my sons, a father's words attend: 
(So may the fates preserve the ears you lend :) 
'Tis yours, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 
A Newton's genius, or a Milton's flame : 
But oh ! with One, immortal One dispense, 
The source of Newton's light, of Bacon's sense. 
Content each ei^anation of his fires 
That beams on earth, each virtue he inspires, 230 
Each art he prompts, each charm he can create, 
Whate'er he gives, are given for your hate. 

REMARKS. 

Vsr. S04. Sherlock, Hare, Gibson,] Biibops of Salia- 
bary, Chicbe«ter, and London ; wbose sermons and pastocsl 
letters did honour to tlieir country as well as stations. 

Ver. 212. Of Toland, and Tindal, see Book ii. Tho. 
Woolston was an impious madman, who wrote in a most 
insolent style against the miracles of the Gospel, io the year 
1738, &.e. 

Ver. 213. Yet oh, my sons, &c.] The caution against 
blasphemy hero given by a departed son of Dulness to bis yet 
existing brethren, is, as the poet richUy intimates. Dot out 
of teo4^rne8s to the ears of others, out their own. And so 
we see that when that danger Is removed, on tbe open eatab- 
.ishment of the goddess in the fourth book, she encourages 
her sons, and they beg assistance to pollnte the scarce of 
light itself, with the same virulence they had before doos 
tbe purest emanations from it. 

Ver. 215. 'Tis yours, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 

A Newton*8 genius, or a Milton's flame :] 

Thankfally received, and freely used, is this gracious licence 

by the beloved disciple of that prince of cabalistic dunces, 

Oje tremendous Hutchinson. Hear with what honest plain- 
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Peraigty by all 4miie iu maa unawedt 

But, * Learn, ye Dunces ! not to scorn your God. 

Thus he, for then a ray of reason stole 
Half through the solid darkness of his soul ; 
But soon the cloud returned, and thus the sire : 
See now, what Dulneas and her sons admire ! 
See what the charms, that smite the simple heart 
Not toach*d by nature, and not reach'd by art.' 290 

His never-blushing head he turn'd aside, 
(Not half so pleased when Goodman prophesied ;) 



neas he treatoth oar great goomeUsr. ' As to matliematical 
demonstrations,' saiih he, * fuuiutcd upon the proportioas of 
lines and circles to each other, and the ringing of changes 
upon figures, these have no more tu do with the greatest part 
or philosophy, than they have with the man in the moon. 
Indeed, the zeal for this sort of gibberish, (mathematical 
principles) is greatly abated of late : and tnough it is dow 
upwards of twenty year« that the Dagon of modern philoso- 
pliers, sir Isaac Newton, has lain wiiii his face upon the 
ground before the ark of God, Scripture philosophy ; for so 
loog Moses's Principia have been pabiisbed ; and the Trea- 
tise of Power Essential and Mechanical, in which sir Isaac 
Newton's philosophy is treated with the utmost contempt, 
has been published a dozen years ; yet is there not one of 
the whole society who hath had the couraae to attempt Ui 
raise him op. And so let him lie.* The Philoeopbieal Pfuk- 
eiples of Moses asserted, tec. p. 2, by Julias Bate, A. M. 
chaplain to the right honourable the earl of Harrington. 
London, 1744, 8vo. SeribL 

Ver. 894. But, * Learn, ye Dunces ! not to acorn your 
God.'] The hardest lesson a dunce can learn. For Ming 
bred to soom what he does not understand, that which be 
aoderatands least he will be apt to scorn most. Of which, 
to the disgrace of all government, and, in the poet's opinion, 
even of thatof Dulness herself, we have had a late example, 
in a book entitled Philosophical Essays concerning Hamtn 
Understandinff. 

Ver. 834. Not to scorn your God.'] See this subject 
partued in Book iv. 

Ver. 832. (Not half so pleased^ when Goodman prophesi- 
ed.)] Mr. Gibber tells us. in his Life, p. 149, that Goodman 
being at the rehearsal of a plav, in which he had a part, 
elapp'd him on the shoulder, and cried, * If he does not make 
a good actor, I'll be d — d.* • And,' says Mr. Gibber, ♦ I make 
It a question, whether Alexander himself, or Charles the 
Twelfth of Sweden, when at the head of their first Tietorioos 
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And Iook*d, and saw a sable sorcerer rise, 
Swifl to whose band a winged volume flies : 
All sadden, gorgons hiss, and dragons glare. 
And ten hom'd fiends and giants rush to war. 
Hell rises, heaven descends, and dance on earth ; 
Gods, imps, and monsters, music, rage, and mirth, 
A fire, a jig, a hattle, and a ball. 
Till one wide conflagration swallows all. 24$ 

Thence a new world, to nature's laws unknown. 
Breaks out rei^lgent, with a heaven ita own ; 
Another Cynthia her new journey runs, 
And other planets circle other suns. 
The forests dance, the rivers upward rise. 
Whales sport in woods, and dolphins in the skies; 
And last, to give the wnole creation grace, 
Lo ! one vast egg produces human race. 
Joy fills his soul, joy innocent of thought: 
* What power,' he cries, * what power these wonders 
wrought ?' 250 

' Son; what thou seek'st is in thee! Look, and find 
Each monster meets his likeness in thy mind. 
Yet wouldst thou more ? in yonder cloud behold. 
Whose sarsenet skirts are edged with flaming gold, 
A matchless youth! his nod these worlds controls, 
Wings the red lightning, and the thunder rolls. 

RBMARKS. 

armies, could feel a greater transport in their bosoois than 1 
did in mine.' 

Ver. 333. A sable sorcerer.] Dr. Faustus, the subject 
of a set of farces, which lastetf in vogue two or three sea- 
sons, in which both playhouses strove to outdo each other 
for some years. All the extravagances in the sixteen lines 
following, were introduced on the stage, and frequented by 
persons of the fint quality in England, lo the twentieth and 
thirtieth time. 

Ver. 337. Hell rises, heaven descends, and dance oa 
earth :] Thi& monstrous absurdity was actually represented 
m Tibbald's Rape of Proserpine. 

Ver. 248. Lo ! one vast egg.^ In another of these farces 
Harlequin is hatched upon the stage, out of a large egg. 
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Angel of Dalness, sent to scatter round 
Her magic charms o*er all ttnclassic ground : 
Yon stars, yon sum, he rears at pleasure higher, 
Illumes their light, and pets their flames on fire. 26G 
Immortal Rich ! how calm he sits at ease 
'Midst snows of paper, and fierce hail of peas ; 
And, proud his mistress' orders to perfonn. 
Rides in the whirlwind, and directs the storm. 

But )o! to dark encounter in mid air. 
New wizards rise ; I see my Gibber there ! 
Booth in his cloudy tabernacle shrined. 
On grinning dragons thou shalt mount the wind. 
Dire is the conflict, dismal is the din. 
Here shouts all Drury, there all lincoln's-inn ; 270 



Ver. 361. Immortal Rich !] Mr. J. Rich, mtuter of th« 
theatre-royal in Coveut-^gardeo, was the first that excelled 
this way. 

Ver. 266. I see m^jr Gibber there !J The history of the 
forgoing absurdities is verified by himself, in these words. 
(Life, chap, xr.) ' Then sprang forth that suecessioD of 
monstrous medleys that have so long infested the stage, 
which arose upon ooe>anotlier nlternutely at both hoases, 
outvieing each other in expengn.* Ho then proceeds toex- 
cose his own part in them, as follows: — * If I am asked why 
I assented 1 I have no better excuse for my error than to 
CO'' . I did it against my conscience, and had not virtue 
to starve. Had tlenry IV. of France a better for 
•fing his religion ? I was stilt in my heart, as much as 

. could be, on the side of truth and sense: bnt with this 
lifierenee, that I had their leave to quit there when they 
eould not sapport me. But let the question go which way it 
will, Harry IVth has always been allowed a great man.' 
fhts must be confessed a full answer : only the question stiJI 
seems to be, 1. How the doinir n thing against one's con- 
science is an excuse for it 1 and, Sdly, It will be bard to prove 
how he got the leave of truth and sense to quit their nervier. 
unlem he can prodnen a eertiflcato that he ever wns in it. 

Ver. 2(W, 267. Booth and Gibber were joint managers of 
the theatre in Drttry-lam>. 

Vor. 268. On ginning druffons, thow shnft m'*unt ilie 
tvi'id.] In his letter to Mr. P. Mr. C. solemnlr declart«thi« 
i»<»t to b»?lifer«Uv trite. We hope, thererur^, tHie p'oiUt wil 
uadomtaml it aU^'gorieally only. 
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Ooatending theatres our empire raise, 
Alike their labours, and alike their praise. 

And are these wonders, son, to thee unknown ? 
Unknown to thee 7 These wonders are thy own. 
"Fhese fate reserved to grace thy reign divine, 
Foreseen by me, but, ah ! withheld from mine. 
In Lud's old walls though long I ruled, renowned 
Far as loud Bow's stupendous bells resound ; 
Though my own aldermen conferr'd the bays, 
To me committing their eternal praise, 26C 

Their full fed heroes, their pacific mayors, 
Theff annual trophies, and their monthly wars : 
Though long my party built on me their hopes, 
For writing pamphlets, and for roasting popes : 
Yet lo ! in me what authors have to brag on ! 
Reduced at last to hiss in my own dragon. 
Avert it. Heaven ! that thou, my Gibber, e'er 
Shouldst wag a serpent-tail in Smithfield fair ! 
Like the vile straw that 's blown about the streets. 
The needy poet sticks to all he meets, 29C 

CoachM, carted, trod upon, now loose, now fast, 
And carried off in some dog's tail at last. 
Happier thy fortunes ! like a rolling stone. 
Thy giddy dulness still shall lumber on. 
Safe in its heaviness shall never stray, 
But lick up every blockhead in the way. 

REMARKS. 

Vcr. 282. Annual trophies on the lord-mayor's day; and 
monthly wars in the artillery ground. 

Ver. 383. Though Ions; my party.] Setlle, like moat 
party writera, was very uncerlnin in his political priociplet. 
Ho was employed to hold the pen in the chnracter of a popish 
Bueeessor, but afterwards printed his narrative on the other 
side. He had managed the ceremony of a famous pope- 
burnin;, on Nov. 17, 1680; then became a trooper in king 
James's army, at Hounslow-hoath. After the Rovolation, 
he kept a booth at Bartholomew-fair, where, in the droll 
called St. George for England, he acted in bis old age, in a 
dragon of green leather of his own invention; he was at last 
taken into the Charter-house and there died, aged sixty 
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lliee shall the patriot, thee ihe coiirtier t 

And every year be duller than the last, 

Till raiaed from booths, to theatre, to court. 

Her seat imperial Dulness shall transporL 9M 

Already opera prepares the way, 

The sure forerunner of her gentle sway ; 

Let her thy hearty next diabe and dice, engagt. 

The third mad passioa of thy doting age. 

Teach thou the warbling Polypheme to roai, 

And scream thyself as none e'er screamed before ' 

To aid our cause, if heaven thou eaost not bead. 

Hell thou shall move , for Faustus is our friend ; 

Pluto with Cato thou for this sbalt join. 

And link the Mourning Bride to Proserpine. 310 

Grub-street! thy fall should men and gods consphre. 

Thy stage shall stand, insure it but from fire ; 



Ver. 297. Thee Rball ibe patriot, tbee the courtier taste,] i 

It stood in the first edition with blanks, * * aod * *. Con- 
eanen was sure * they must needs mean nobody hut King 
Creoue and Clueen Caruline ; and said he would insist it was j 

so, till the poet cleared himself by fillin; up the blanks j 

otherwise, agreeably to the context, and consistent with bis | 

allegiance.' Pr«^f. to a collection of verses, letters, ttc. i 

against Mr. P. printed for A. Moore, p. 6. 

Ver. 305. Polypheme.] He translated the Italian opera 
of PoIifeiDo; but unfortunately lost the whole jest or Ibe 
story. The Cyclop asks Ulysses his name, who tells him 
his name is Noman : afler his eye is put out, he roars aod 
calls the brother Cyclops to his aid : they inquire who has 
hurt him? be answers Noman: whereupon they all ge 
away again. Our ingenious translator made Ulysses an- 
swer, I take DO name ; whereby all that followed became 
UDtntelli^ible. Hence it appears that Mr. Cibber (who 
values himself on subscribing to the English translation of 
Homer's Iliad) had not that merit with respect to lbs 
Odyssey, or he might have been better instructed in tbs 
Greek punnology. 

Ver. 308, 309. Faustus, Pluto, &e.] Names of misera- 
ble farces which it was the custom to act at the end of the 
best trsgedies, to spoil the digestion of the audience. 

Ver. 313. Insure it but from fire;} In Tibbald's fares 
of Proserpine, a corn field was set on fire; whereupon die 
other playhouse had a barn burnt down for the reereatioB 
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Another ^ebyius appeara ! prepare 
For new abortions, all je pregnant fair ! 
In flamea, like Semele's, be brought to bed, 
While openiog hell spouts wild-fire at yoxu head. 

Now, Bavius, take the poppy from thy brow, 
And place it here ! here, all ye heroesr bow ! 

This, this is he, foretold by ancient rhymes : 
The Augustus born to bring Saturnian times. 320^ 
Signs following signs lead on the mighty year; 
See ! the dull stars roll round and re-appear. 
See, see, our own true Phcebus wears thy bays ! 
Our Midas sits lord chancellor of plays! 
On poets' tombs see Benson's titles writ ! 
Lo ! Ambrose Phillips is preferr'd for wit ! 



of the spectators. They also rivalled eaokuthef io showia^ 
the burnings of hell-fire, in Dr. Fau9lus. 

Ver. 3 L3. Another iEschylua ap|)eare !] It is reported of 
^ichyluB, that when his tragedy of the Furies was acted, 
that the audience were so terrified, that the chiidrea feU ioto> 
fits, aad the big-bellied wdtoen miscarried. 

Ver. 325. On poets* Combs see Benson's titles writJJ . 
W — m Benson (surveyor of the buildings to bis majesty £. 
George I.) gave in a report to the lords, that their House and 
Painted-chnmber adjoining were in immediate danger of 
falling. Whereupon the lords met in a comiDJitce to ap- 
point some other place to sit in, while the house should be 
taken down. But it being proposed t«i cause some other 
builders first to inspect it, they found it in very good coodi' 
tion. The lords, upon this, were going upon an address t» 
the king ngainsl Benson, fur such a misrcpresfntatioD ; but 
the earl of Sunderland, then secretary, ^uve them an assur' 
ance that hid majesty would remove linn, which was door 
accordingly. In favour of this man, the famous sir ChristO' 
pher Wren, who had been architect to the crown for above 
nfty year*, who had bnilt most of the churchen in London^ 
laid the first Btone of St. Paul's, and lived to finish it, baci 
been displaced from his employment at the age of near 
ninety yenrs. 

Ver. 32t>. Ambrose Phillips.] • He was/ saith Mr. Jucob^ 
*lPne of the wita at Button's, and a justice of the peace:*' 
but be bath since met with higher preferment in Ireland : 
and a much greater character we have of him in Mr. Gil' 
don*8 Complf.te Art of Poetry, vol. i. p. 157. 'Indeed hr 
cooHeis.^us, In; diTint not set him quite on the same foot witk^ 

Vol., II. 18 
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See under Ripley rise a new Whitehall, 
While Jones* and Boyle*B united labours fall : 
While Wren with sorrow to the grave descends, 
Gay dies unpension'd, with a hundred friends ; 390 



Virgil, lest it should seem flattery, bat he is much mistaken 
if posterity does not afford him a greater esteem than he at 
present enjoys.* He endeavoured lo create some misunder* 
standing between our author and Mr. Addison, whom also 
so<in afler he abused as much. His constant cry was, that 
Mr. P. was an enemy to the government ; and in particular 
he was the avowed author of a report very indttstriously 
spread, that he had a hand in a party-paper called the Ex 
aminer: a falsehood well known to those yet living, who 
had the direction and publication of it. 

Ver. 328. While Jones* and Boyle*8 united labours fall:] 
At the time when this pot-m was written, the banqueting^ 
house of Whitehall, the church and piazza of Covent-gar- 
Men, and the palace and chapel of Somerset-house, the 
works of the famous fnigo Jones, had been for many years 
so neglected, as to be in danger of ruin. The portico of 
Covent-garden church had been just then restored and 
beautified, at the expense of the earl of Burlington ; who, at 
the same time, by hispublicatio^f the designs of that great 
master and Palladia, as well nshy many noble buildings of 
his own, revived the true taste of architecture in this king- 
dom. 

Ver. 330. Gay dies unpensionM, &c.] See Mr. Gay's 
fable of th#^|flre and many Friends. This gentleman was 
early in the Trieodship of our author, which continued to his 
death. He wrote several works of humour with great sue* 
cess, the Shepherd's Week, Trivia, the What d'ye call ii, 
Fables, and lastly the celebrated Beggar's Opera ; a piece 
of satire which hit all tastes and degrees of men, from those 
of the highest quality to the very rabble: that verse of 
Horace, 

'Primores populi arripuit, populumque tributim,* 

could never be so justly applied as to this. The vast mc- 
cess of it was unprecedented, and almost incredible: what ia 
related of the wonderful effects of the ancient music or 
tragedv hardly came up to it: Sophocles and Euripidet 
were fess followed and fn moils. It was acted in London 
sixty-three days, uninterrupted ; and renewed the next sea- 
son with equal applauses. It spread into all the great 
towns of England, was played in many places to the thirtieth 
and fortieth time, and at Balfi and Bristol fifty, &c. It 
made its progress into Wales, Scotland, and Ireland wh«s 
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Hiberniui politice, O Swift ! thy fate ; 

And Pope*8, ten years to comment and translate. 

Proceed, great days ! till learning fly the shore, 
Till birch shall blush with noble blood no more, 

RIMARKS. 
It was perrormed twenty-four days together; it was last 
sicted in Minorca. The fame of it was not confined to the 
author only } the ladies carried about with them the favour- 
ite songs of It in fans ; and bouses were furnished with it in 
screens. The peiaon who acted Polly, till then obscure, be- 
came at once Uie favourite of the town: her pictures were 
engraved, and sold in great numbers, her life written, books 
of letters and verses to her published ; and pamphlets made 
even of her sayings and jests. 

Furthermore, it drove out of England, for that season, the 
Italian opera, which had carried all before it for ten years. 
That idol of the nobility and people, which the great critic 
Mr. Dennis by the labouis and outcries of a whole life could 
not overthrow, was demolished by a single stroke of this 
gentleman's pen. This hapnened in the year 17S8. Yet so 
great was his modesty, that be constantly prefixed to all the 
editions of it this motto : JV*o« htec novimus esse nihil. 

Ver. 333. And Pope's, ten yean to comment and trans* 
late.l The author here plainly laments, that be was so long 
employed in translating and commenting. He began the 
niad in 1713, and finished U in 1719. The edition of Shak- 
speare (which he undertook merely because nobody else 
would) took up near two years more in the drudgery of com- 

Ciring impressions, rectifying the scenery, &c. and the trans* 
tion of the Odyssey employed him from that time to 17S5. 

Ver. 333. Proceed, great days! &c.] It may, perhaps, 
seem incredible, that so treat a revolution in learning as is 
here prophesied, should be brought about by such weak in- 
struments as have been [hitherto] described in our poem : 
but do not thou, gentle reader, rest too secure in thy con- 
tempt of these instruments. Remember what the Dutoh 
stories somewhere relate, that a great part of their provinces 
was once overflowed, by a small opening made in one of 
their dykes by a single water-rat. 

However, that such is not seriously the judgment of our 
poet, but that he conceiveth better hones from the diligence 
of our schools, from the regularity of our universities, the 
discernment of our great men, the accomplishments of our 
nobility, the encouragement of our patrons, an«l the {renins 
of our writers of all kinds (notwithstanding some few ex- 
ceptions in eucli,) may plainly bo seen from his conclusion ; 
where, causing nil this vision topa*8 through iho ivory gate, 
he expressly, in the langnage of poesy, declares all such im- 
aginations to be wild, ungrounded, and fictitious. $eribl. 
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Tin Thtmet lee Eton's soni for ever play, 
Till WetdniiMter's whole year be holiday, 
Till Isia' eldera reel, their pupils sport, 
And (dma maier lie dissolved in port !* 

* Enough ! enough !*— the raptured monarch crie^ 
And through the ivory gate the vision flies. 340 



BOOK THE FOURTH. 

ARGUMENT. 

The poet being, in this book, to declare the compietioa 
of the prophecies mentioned at the end of the former 
makes a new invocation ; as the greater poets axe 
wont, when some high and worUiy matter is to be 
sung. He sbovra the goddess coming in her majesty, 
to destroy order and science, and to substitute the 
kingdom of the Dull upon earth. How she leads eap^ 
tive the sciences, and silenoes the muses ; and what 
they be who succeed in their stead. All her children, 
by a wonderful attraction, are drawn about her; and 
bear along with them divers others, who promote her 
empire by connivance, weak resistance, or discoursge- 
ment of aru; such as half-vnts, tasteless admirers, 
vain pretenders, the flatterers of dunces, or the patrons 
of tbem. All iteae crowd round her; one of them, 
offering to approach her, is driven back by a rival, but 

, she commends and encourages both. Tbe lirst who 
speak in form are the geniuses of tbe schools, who as- 
sura her of their care to advance her cause by confining 
youth to words, and keeping them out of the way of 
real knowledge. Their address, and her gracious aa> 
swer; with ber charge to them and the universities. 
Tbe universities ajq^ar by their proper deputies, and 
assure her that the same method is observed in the 
progress of education. The speech of Aristarchus on 
this subject. Tbey are driven off by a band of young 
gentlemen returned from travel with their tutors; 
one of whom delivers to the goddess, in a polite ora- 
tion, an account of the whole conduct and fruits of 
their travels; presenting to ber at tbe same time a 
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young nobleman perfectly accomplished. She receives 
him graciously, and endues him with the happy 
quality of want of shame. She sees loitering about 
her a number of indolent persons abandoning all busi- 
ness and duty, and dying with laziness: to these ap* 
proaches the antiquary Annius, entreating her to 
make them virtuosos, and assign them over to him ; 
but Mummiua, another antiquary, complaining of his 
fraudulent proceeding, she finds a method to reconcile 
their difibrence. Then enter a troop of people ftintas- 
tically adorned, offering her strange and exotic pre* 
aents : amongst them, one stands forth and demands 
justice on another, who had deprived him of one ot 
the greatest curiosities in nature ; but he Justifies him 
self so well, that the goddess gives them both her ap- 
probation. She recommends to them to find propet 
employment for the indolenta before mentioned, in the 
•tudy of butterflies, shells, birds* nests, moss, &c., but 
with particular caution, not to proceed beyond trifles, 
to any useful or extensive views of nature, or of the 
Author of nature. Against the last of these appre' 
hensions, she is secured by a hearty address from the 
minute i^losophers and ft||-thinker8, one of whom 
•peaks in the name of the mt. The youth thus in- 
structed and principled, are delivered to her in a body, 
by the hands of Silenas; and then admitted to taste 
the cup of the Magus, her high priest, which causes a 
total oblivion of all obligations, divine, civil, moral 
or rational. To these, her adepts, she sends priests. 
Attendants, and comforters, of various kinds; conftrs 
on them orders and degrees ; and then dismissing them 
with a speech, confirming to each his privileges, and 
telling what she expects {torn each, concludes with a 
yaw^n of extraordinary virtue: the progress and effects 
whereof on all orders of men, and the consummation 
of all in the restoration of night and chaos, conclude 
the poem. 



BOOK IV. 

Vet, yet a moment, one dim ray of light 
Indulge, dread Chaos, and eternal Night ! 



n 
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Of darkness visible so maeh be lent, 
As half to show, half veil the deep intent. 
Ye powers ! whose mysteries restored I sing, 
To whom Time bears me on his rapid wing, 
Suspend a while jour force inertly strong, 
Then take at once the poet and the song. 

Now 6amed the dog-atar'a unpropitiout ray, 
Smote every brain, and witherM every bay : 10 

Sick was the sun, the owl forsook his bower, 
The moon-struck prophet felt the madding hpnr : 
Then rose the seed of Chaos and of Night, 
To blot out order, and extinguish light. 
Of dull and venal a new world to mould. 
And bring Satumian days of lead and gold. 

REMARKS. 
This book may properly be dNtinfruiahed from the former, 
by the name of the Greater Danciad, not lo indeed in size, 
but in subject ; and so far contrary to the distiBOtion an- 
ciently made of the Greater and Lesser Iliad. But much 
are ibey mistaken who imagine this work in any wise iofe- 
rior to the former, or of any other hand tiinn of our poet ; of 
which! am maeh more^rtain than that the Iliad itself wsm 
the work of Solomon, oi^e Batracbomuomacbia of Homer, 
as Barnes hatb affirmed. BtiUL 

Ver. 1, ft^c] This is an invocation of much piety. The 
poet, willing to approve himself a genuine son, beginnetb 
by showing (what is ever agreeable to Dulnesii^ his high re- 
spect for antiquity and a great family, how clead or dark 
soever: next declaretb his passion for explaining mysteries; 
and lastly his impatience to be re-united to her. Setibl. 
Ver. 3. Dread Chaos, and eternal Night n Invoked, as 
the restoration of their empire is the action or the poem. 

Ver. 14. To blot out order, and extioguisih light,] The 
two great ends of her mission : the one in quality of daughter 
of Chaos, the other as daughter of Night. Order bore is to 
be understood extensively, both as civil and moral ; the dit- 
tinetion between high and low in society, and true and false 
in individuals: light as intellectual only, wit, science, arts. 
Ver. 15. Of doll and venal.] The allegory continued ; 
dull referring to the extinction of light or science : venal to 
the destruction of order, and the truth of things. 

Ibid. A new world.] In allusion to the Epicurean 
opinion, that from the dissolution of the natural world into 
Nifbt and Chaos, a new one should arise ; this the poet al 
iuding to, in the production of a new moral world, makes il 
partake of its original principles. 
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She mounta the throne : her head a cloud eon> 
ceal'd, 
In broad effulgence all below rereal'd : 
( 'Tia thus aspiring Dulnem ever shines :) 
Soft on her lap her laureate son reclines. SO 

Beneath her footstool, science groans in chains, 
And wit dreads exile, penalties, and pains. 



Ver. 16. Lead and gold.] i. e. dull and TsaaL 

Ver. 90. Her laureato loa reclinea.] Willi great jodg- 
vMot it is imagiaed by the poet, that such a colleague aa 
Dulnen had elected, ghoald sleep on the throne, and have 
very little share in the action of the poem. Accordingly he 
hath done little or nothing from the day of his anointing ; 
having passed throagh the second book without taking part 
in any thing that was transacted about him ; and through 
the third in profound sleep. Nor ought this, well consider- 
ed, to seem strange in our days, when so many king-consona 
have done the like. Seribl. 

This verse our excellent laureate took so to heart, that he 
appealed to all mankind, * if he was not as seldom asleep as 
any fool!' But it is hoped the poel hath not injured him, 
but rather verified his prophecy (p. 243 of his own Life, 8vo. 
eh. ix.) where he says, * the reader will be as much pleated 
to find me a dunce in my old age, as he was to prove me a 
brisk blockhead in my youth.* Wherever there was any 
room for briskness, or alacrity of any sort, even in sinking, 
he hath had it allowed ; but here, where there is nothing for 
him to do but to take his natural rest, he must permit bis 
historian to be silent It is from their actions only that 
princes have their character, and poets from their works ; 
and if in those he be as much asleep as any fool, the poet 
must leave him and them to sleep to all eternity. Bentl. 

Ibid. Her laureate.] ' When I find my name in the sa- 
tirical works of this poet, I never look upon it as any malice 
meant to me, but profit to himself. For he considers that 
my face is more known than moat in the nation ; and there- 
fore a lick at the laureate will be a sure bait ad eaptandum 
vuUrvSy to catch little readers.' Life of Colley Gibber, ch. ii. 

Now if it be certain, that the works of our poet have 
owed their success to this ingenious expedient, we henee de- 
rive an unanswerable argument, that this fourth Dunciud, 
as well as the fonnor three, hath had the author's l^ast hand, 
and was by htm intended for the (iresa : or else to what pur- 
pose hath be crowned if, as we sefl, by this finishing stroke, 
the profitable lick at the laumate 1 BenU. 

Ver. 31, S-3. Beneath her footstool, <tc.] We are neat 
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There foam'd rebeliioitt logic, gagg*d end bound ; 

There, strippM, fair rhetoric languishM oa die ground* 

His Uunted arms by sophistiy are borne, 

And shameless Billingsgate her robes adorn. 

Morality, by her false guardians drawn. 

Chicane in fun, and casuistry in lawn. 

Gasps, as they straighten at each end the cord, 

And dies, when Duloess gives her Page the word 3G 

Mad Matheais alone was unconfined. 

Too mad for mere material chains to bind. 

Now to pure space lifts her ecstatic stare. 

Now running round the circle, finds it square. 

But held in tenfold bonds the Muses lie, 

Watch'd both by Envy's and by Flattery's eye ; 

There to her heart sad Tragedy address*d 

The dagger wont to pierce the tyrant's breast ; 

Bat sober History reitrain'd her rage, 

And promised Tengeance on a barbarooa age. 40 



preteoted with the picture of tho<e whom die goddess ieada 
ioto captivity Scieoce is ool^ depressed and coofiaed so as 
Co be rendered oaeleM ; but wit or genias, as a more danger- 
ooi and active eoemy, punished, or driven away : Dulaass 
being ofleo reconciled in some de|;ree with learning, but 
never upon anj terms with wiL And accordingly it wUl be 
seen that she admits something like each science, as casuis- 
try, sophistry, &c. but nothing like wit; opera alone supply- 
ing its place. 

Ver. 30. Gives her Pace the word.] There was a judge 
af this name, always ready to hang any man that came be- 
fore him, of which he was suffered to give a hundred mise- 
rable examples, during a long life, even to his dotage.'— 
Though the candid Seriblerus imagined Page here to mean 
no more than a page or mute, and to allude to the custom 
of strangling state criminals in Turkey by mutes or pages. 
A practice more decent than that of our Page^ who before 
he banged any one, loaded him with reproachful language. 

SerM. 

Ver. 2d. But sober History.1 History attends on tragedy, 
satire on comedy, as their suostitutes in the discharge of 
thetr distinct functions ; the one in high life, recording the 
crimes and punishments uf the great ; the other in low, ex- 
posing the vices or follies of the common people But 't 
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There tank Thalia, nerveless, cold, and dead, 

Had not her sister Satire held ber head : 

Nor couldst thou, Chester&eld ! a tear refuse ; 

Thou wepist, and with thee wept each gentle muse ; 

When lo ! a harlot form soil sliding by, 

With mincing step, small voice, and languid eye : 



may be asked, how came hiatory and satire to be admitted 
with iropoatty to adraiauter comfort to tiie Musea, even in 
the preMOce of the goddess, and io the midst of all her trio 
omphs ? ' A question,* says Seribleros, *■ which we thus re- 
solve : History was brought up io ber infaocy bv Duloets 
herself; bat beiof afterwards espoused iato a noble house, 
sJm forgot (as it usual) the humility of her birth, and the 
cares ot ber early fKends. This occasioned a long estrange- 
ment between her and Dalness. At length, in process of 
tijie, they met together in a monk's cell, were reconciled, 
and became better friends than ever. After this they had a 
second quarrel, but it held not long, and are now af atn on 
reasonable terms, aod so are likely to continue.' Thu ao* 
counts for the connivance shown to history on this occasion. 
But the boldness of satire springs from a rtiy different 
cause ; for the reader ought to know, that she alone of all 
the sisters b aocoDquerabie, never to be silenced, when truly 
inspired and animated (as should seem) from above, for this 
very purpose, to oppose the kingdom of Dulness to her last 
breath. 

Ver. 43. Nor couldst thou, Slc] *Tfais noble person in 
the year 1737, when the act aforesaid was brought into the 
house of Lords, opposed it in an excellent speech.' says Mr. 
Cibber, *with a lively spirit, and uncommon eloquence.* 
This speech bad the honour to be answered by the said Mr. 
Cibber, with a lively spirit also, and in a manner very tm- 
common, in the eighto chapter of his Life and Manners. 
And here, gentle reader, would I gladly insert the other 
speech, whereby thou mightest judge between them ; but I 
must defer it on account of some differences not yet adjusted 
between the noble author aod myself, concernuig the true 
reading of certain passages. Bentl. 

Ver. 45. When lo! a harlot form] The attitude given 
to this phantom represents the nature and genius of tiw 
Italian opera; its affected airs, effeminate sounds, and the 
practice of patching up theoe operas with favourite songs, 
incoherently pot together. These thinp were supported by 
the subscriptions of the nobility. This circumstance, that 
opera should prepare for the opening of the grand 
was prophesied of in Book iii. ver. 305. 



«74 POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 

Foreign her air, her robe's discordant pride 

In patch-work fluttering, and her head aaide ; 

By singing peers upheld on either hand, 

She tripp'd and laugh'd, too prettj much to stand, fiO 

Cast on the prostrate Nine a scornful look, 

Then thus in quaint recUativo spoke : 

' O Cara ! Cara ! silence all that train : 
Joy to great Chaos ! let division reign : 
Chromatic tortures soon shall drive them hence. 
Break all their nerves and fritter aU tHeir sense ; 
One trill shall harmonize joy, grief| and rage, 
Wake the dull church, and lull the ranting stage; 
To the same notes thy sons shall hum, or snore. 
And all thy yawning daughters ciy, encore, 60 

Another Phoebus, thy own Phcebus, reigns, 
Joys in my jigs, and dances in my chains. 
But soon, ah soon ! rebelUon will commence. 
If music meanly borrows aid from sense : 
Strong in new arms, lo ! giant Handel stands. 
Like bold Briareus, with a hundred hands : 
To stir, to rouse, to shake the soul he comes. 
And Jove's own thunders follow Mars's drums. 
Arrest him, empress, or you sleep no more — ' 70 
She beard, and drove him to the Hibernian shore. 

And now had Fame's posterior trumpet blown. 
And all the nations summon'd to the throne. 



RKHARKS. 

' Already Opera preparer the way, 
The sure forerunner of her gentle sway.* 
Vet. 54. Let division reirn :] Alluding to the false taste of 
playing tricks in music with nuontierless divisions, to the ne 
gleet of that harmony which conforms to the sende, and ap- 
plies to the passions. Mr. Handel had introduced a great 
number of hands, and more variety of instruments into the 
orchestra, and employed even drums and cannon to make a 
fuller chorus; which proved so much too manly for the fine 
gentlemen of hiit ajTf, thnt ho was obliged to remove his mu- 
sic into Ireland. After which they were rednupd, for want 
jf cum]>oiser8, to practice the patch-work above-mentionsd 
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The jonngf the old, who feel her inward sway, 

One instinct seizes, and transports away. 

None need a guide, by sure attraction led, 

Ajid strong impulsive gravity of head : 

None want a place, for all their centre found 

Hung to the goddess^ and coher*d around. 

Not closer, orb in orb, conglob'd are seen 

The buzzing bees about their dusky queen. 90 

The gathering number, as it moves along. 
Involves a vast involuntary throng, 
Who, gently drawn, and struggling less and less, 
Roll in her voitez, and her pow'r confess : 
Not those alone who passive own her laws, 
But who, weak rebels, more advance her cause 
Whate'er of Dunce in college or in town 
Sneers at another, in toupee or gown ; 
Whate'er of mongrel no one class admits, 
A wit with dunces, and a dunce with wits. 90 

Nor absent they, no members of her state. 
Who pay her homage in her sons, the great ; 
Who, false to Phoebus, bow the knee to Baal, 
Or impious, preach his word without a call; 
Patrons, who sneak from living worth to dead. 
Withhold the pension, and set up the head ; 
Or vest dull flattery in the sacred gown, 
Or give from fool to fool the laurel crown : 
And (last and worst) with all the cant of wit, 
Without the soul, the muse's hypocrite. 100 

REMARKS. 

Ver. 76 to 101. It ought to be obeerved that here are three 
classes in this assembly. The first, of men absolutely and 
avowedly dull, who naturally adhere to the goddess, and are 
imaged in the simile oF the bees about their queen. The 
second involuntarily drawn to her, though not caring toown 
her influence; from vrr. 81 to 00. The third, of such as, 
though not members of her state, yet advance her service 
by flattering Dulness, cultivating mistalien talents, patronis- 
ing vile scribblers, discouraging living merit, or setting up 
for wits, and men of taste in arts they understand not; rrom 
ver. 91 to 101. 



tfS POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 

There march'd the baxd and blockhead side bf 
Bide, 
Who rhym'd for hire, and patroniz'd for pride. 
Narcissus, praised with all a parson's power, 
Look'd a white lily sunk beneath a shower. 
There movM Montalto with superior air; 
His stretcb'd-out arm displayed a volume fair ; 
Courtiers and patriots in two ranks divide 
Through both he pass'd, and bow'd from side to side'; 
But as in graceful act, with awful eye. 
Composed he stood, bold Benson thrust him by : 110 
On two unequal crutches propt he came, 
Milton's on this, on that one Johnston's name 
The decent knight retir'd with sober rage, 
Withdrew his hand, and clos'd the pompous page ; 
But (happy for him as the times went then) 
Appear'd Apollo's mayor and aldermen, 
On whom three hundred gold-capt youths await. 
To lug the ponderous volume off in state. 

When Dulness, smiling—* Thus revive the wits ! 
But murder first, and mince them all to bits ; 120 

EKMARKS. 

Ver. 108. — b«w*d from side to aide:] As being of no one 
party. 

Ver. no. Bold Benson.] This raan endeavoDred to raise 
himself to fame by erecting monuments, striking coins, setting 
up beads, and procuring tranHlations of Milton ; and after- 
wards by as great a passion for Arthur Johnston, a Scotch 
physicin'n's Version or the Psalms, of which he printed many 
fine editions* See more of him, Book iii. ver. 325. 

Ver. 113. The decent knight.] An eminent person who 
was about to publish a very pompous edition of a great aa- 
tbor at his own expense. 

Ver. 115, ice] These four lines wore printed in a sepa- 
rate leaf by Mr. Pope in the last edition, which he himself 
gave, of the Dunciad, with directions to the printer, to put 
this leaf into its place as soon as Sir T. H.'s Shakspeare 
should be published. 

Ver. 119. 'Thus revive,* &c.] The goddess applauds 
the practice of tacking tlie obscure names of persrms not 
eminent in any branch of learning, to those of the m«tst dis 
tingutshed writers ; either by priuting editions of I heit works 
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A» ent Medea (cruel, so to saTe !) 

A new edition of old JEaon gave; 

Let standard authors thus, like trophies borne, 

Appear more glorious as more hack'd and tora 

And you, my critics ! in the chequer'd shade, 

Admire new light thro' holes younelyes have made. 

Leave not a foot of verse, a foot of stone, 

A page, a grave, that they can call their own i 

Bat spread, my sons, your glory thin or thick. 

On passive paper, or on solid brick ; 130 

So by each bard an alderman shall sit, 

A heavy lord shall hang at every wit, 

And while on Fame's triumphant car they ride. 

Some slave of mine be pinion'd to their side.' 

Now crowds on crowds around the goddess press, 
Each eager to present the first address. 
Dunce scorning dunce behold the next advance. 
But fop shows fop superior complaisance. 



with impertinent alterations of their text, as in former in- 
stances ; or by setting up monuments disgraced with their 
own vile names and inscriptions, as in the Tatter. 

Ver. 138. A page, a grave,] For what less than a grave 
can be granted to a dead author! or what less than a page 
can be allowed a living one 1 

Ibid. A page,] Pa^na^ not pedissequus. A page of a 
book, not a servant, follower, or attendant; no poet bavins; 
had a page since the death of Mr. Thomas Durrey. Seribl, 

Ver. 131. So by each bard an alderman, &c.] Vide the 
Tombs of the Poets, editio fVestmonasieriemiis. 

Ibid. — an alderman shall sit,] Allading to the monn 
naent erected for Butler by alderman Barber. 

Ver. 133. A heavy lord shall hang at every wit,] How 
nonatural an image, and how ill supported ! saitb Aristar^ 
ehos. Had it been, 

A heavy wit shall hang at every lord, 
something might have been said, in an age so distiBgaished 
for well-judging patrons. For lord, then, read load ; that is^ 
of debts here, and of eoinmentariesi hereafter. To this pur- 
pose, conspicuous is the case of the poor author of Hudibraa. 
whose body, long since weighed down to the grave by a Inao 
of debts, has lately had a more unmerciful load of o 
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When lo ! a spectre rose, whose index-hand 
Held forth the virtue of the dreadflil wand ; 140^ 

His beaverM brow a birchen garland wears, 
Dropping with infants* blood and mothers' tears. 
O'er every vein a shuddering horror nins ; 
Eton and Winton shake throagh all their sons. 
All 6e8h is humbled, Westminster's bold race 
Shrink, and confess the Genius of the place : 
The pale boy-senator yet tingling stands, 
And holds his breeches close with both his hands. 
Then thus : * Since man from beast by words ii 
known. 
Words are man's province, words we teach alone. I5C 
When reason, doubtful, like the Samian letter, 
Points him two ways, the narrower is the better. 

REUARKS. 

Utfies laid upon his spirit; wherein the editor has aobi«ved - 
more than Virgil himaelf, when he turned critic, could boast 
of, which was only, that he had picked ^oid out of toother 
maa'sdung; whereas the editor has picked it out of his 
own. ScrHl. 

Aristarchus thinks the common reading right: and that 
the author himself had been struggling, and but just shaken 
off his load, when he wrote the following epigram : 

My lord complains, that Pope, stark mad with gardens, 

Has lopp*d three trees, the value of three farthioga: 

But he 's my neighbour, cries the peer polite, 

And if heUl visit me, I Ml wave my right. 

What ! on compulsion 1 and against my will, 

A lord's acquaintance 1 Let him file his bill. 

Ver. 137, 138. 
Dunce scorning dunce behold the next advamM, 
But fop shows fop superior coroplaisaQce.} 
Tliis is not to be ascribed so much to the different manners 
of a court and college, as to the different effects which a 
pretence to learning and a pretence to wit, have on block- 
heads. For as judgment consists in finding out the differ- 
SDces in things, and wit in finding out their likenesses, so 
the dance is all discord and dissension, and constantly bu- 
sied in reproving, examining, confuting, &c< while the fop 
flourishes in peace, with songs and hymns of praise, ad- 
dresses, characters, epithalamiums, &c. 

Vier. 140. The dreadful wand ;] A cane usually boroa 
by sehnol masters, which drives the poor souls about like tha 
wand of Mercury. Scribl, 

Ver. 151. Like the Bamiao letter.l The letter T used 
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Placed at the door of learninf, yoath to guids. 

We neyer aoffer it to stand too wide. 

To ask, to gaeas, to know, as they commence, 

As &ncy opena the quick springa of aense, 

We ply tlie memory, we load the brain, 

Bind rebel wit, and double chain on chain. 

Confine the thought to exerciae the breath ; 

And keep them in the pale of words till death. 160 

Whate'er the talenta, or howe'er deaign'd, 

We bang one jingling padlock on the mind : 

A poet the firrt day he dips his quill ; 

And what the laat 7 a very poet still. 

Pity ! the charm worka only in our wall, 

Lost, lost too soon in yonder house or hall. 

There truant Windham eveiy muse gave o'ert 

There Talbot sunk, and waa a wit no more ! 

How sweet an Ovid, Murray was onr boast ! 

How many Maitials were in Pulteney lost ! 170 

Else sure some bard, to our eternal praise. 

In twice ten thousand rhyming nights and days, 

Had reach'd the work, the all that mortal can ; 

And South beheld that master-piece of man. 

* Oh,' cried the goddess, * for some pedant reign ! 
Some gentle James, to bless the land again ; 



by Pjrtbagorai, as an emblem of the diflTerent roads of Tirtus 
and vice. 

' Et tibi quae Saroioi diduxit liters raroot.* — P^tb 

Ver. 174. Thai master-piece of man.] Viz. an epinare. 
The famous Dr. South declared a perfect epigram to oe as 
difficult a performaoce as an epic poem. And the critea 
tay, ' An epic jioem is the greatest work human nature is 
capable of.' 

Ver. 176. Some genlle James, &c.] Wilson tells us that 
this king, James the first, took upon liimself to teach the 
Lalin tongue to Car, earl of Somerset ; and that Gondoroar, 
the Spanish ambassador, would speak false L^in to him 
on purpose to give htm the pleasure of correcting It, wherebjr 
he wrought himself ioto his good graces. 

'I'liis great prinea was the first who aMumed the title of 
Bacred MaJMtyi whieb bia k>jral clergy transferred from 



1 
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To stick the doctor's chair into the throne, 
Give law to words, or war with words alone. 
Senates and coorts with Greek and Latin rule. 
And turn the council to a gTammar<4chool ! 180 

For sure, if Dulness sees a grateful day, 
Tis in the shade of arbitrary sway. 
O ! if my sons may learn one earthly thing, 
Teach but that one sufficient for a king ; 
That which my priests, and mine alone, raaintaio, 
Which, as it dies, or lives, we fall, or reign : 
May you, my Cam, and Isis, preach it long, 
'* The right divine of kings to govern wrong.** 
Prompt at the call, aroond the goddess roll 
Broad hats, and hoods, and caps, a sable shoal : 19C 
Thick and more thick the black blockade eztends* 
A hundred head of Aristotle's friends. 
Nor wert thou, Tsis ! wanting to the day, 
[Though Christ-church long kept prudishly away.] 
Each staunch polemic, stubborn as a rock. 
Each fierce logician, stilj expelling Locke, 
Came whip and spur, and dash'd through thin and 

thick 
On German Crouzaz, and Dutch Burgersdyck. 



God to him. * The priociples of passive obedience and noii> 
resistance,' says the author of the Dissertation on Parties, ' 

Letter 8, ' which before his time had skulked, perhaps in 
some old homily, were talked, written, and preached iolo j 

voeoe in that inglorious reign.* 

Ver. 194. Though Christ-church, 4cc.] This line is doubt* 
less spurious, and foisted in by the impertinence of the edi- 
tor; and accordingly we have pot it in between hooks. For 
I affirm this college came as early as any other, by its pro- 
per deputies ; nor did any college pay homage to Duloess in 
Its whole body. BenlL 

Ver. 196. Still expelling Locke,] In the year 1703 there 
was a meeting of the heads of the University of Oxford, to 
censure Mr. Locke's Essay on Human Understanding, aad 
to forbid the reading of it. See his Letters in the last edition. 

Ver. 198. On German CrouKaz, and Dutch Burgersdyck.'! 
There seemn to he an improbability that the doctors and 
heads of houses should ride on horseback, who of late days, 
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Ai many quit the streams that marmimiig fall 
To lull the sons of Margaret and Clare-hall, 900 
Where Beatley late tempestuous wont to sport 
Ib troubled waters, but now sleeps in port 
Before them march'd that awful Aristarch ; 
Plow'd was his front with many a deep remark : 
His hat, which never Tail'd to human pride^ 
Walker with reverence took, and laid aside. 



bsiDf pmtj or unwieldy, hare kept tbmr coaches. Bat 
tbeie are bonei of f i»at stranftb, and fit to «aii]r any 
woight, as their German and Dutch eztraotioo may mam- 
Itet; and rery famous wo may eoneludei beiof honoured 
with name*, as were the horses Pef asus and Boeepbalus. 

ScriH 

Though I have the greatest deference to the penetratioo 
of this eminent scholiast, and roait own that nothing can be 
more natural than hii interpretstion, or Juster than tnat rule 
of eriticiira, which directs us to lieep the literal sense, when 
DO apparent absurdity accompaDies it fand sure there is no 
absurdity in supposing a logician on bniseback,) yet still I 
must needs thinic the hackneys here celebrated were not real 
horses, nor even Centaurs, which, for the sake of the learn- 
ed Chiron, I should rather be inclined to think, if I were 
forced to find them four legs, but downright plain meo, 
thoogh logicians: and onl^r thus metamorphosed by a rule 
of rhetoric, of which Cardinal Perron gives us an example, 
where lie calls Clavius, Un esprit pesant^ lourdt tarn tub- 
tilite, ni gentilesse^ un grog ekeval <f Mlemagne.' 

Here I profess to go opposite to the whole stream of com 
mentators. I think the poet only aimed, though awkwardly, 
at an elegant Grsacism m this representation ; for in that lao- 
guaee the word iirs-oc (horse) was often prefixed to others, 
to oenole greatness of strength; as twroK»^»S«v^ t9r-0' 
y>.*T9-o¥, i9r«-o/(Mp«i9pev.and particularly IIinorNQIiiaN, 
a great connoisseur, which comes nearest to the case in 
hand. Se^. Mt^. 

Ver. 199. The streams.] The river Cam, running by the 
walls of these collejres, which are particularly famous fot 
their skill in disputation. 

Ver. 202. Sleeps in port.] Viat. »Now retired into har 
bour, after the inmpests that had long agritnted his society.* 
So Scriblerus. But the learned Sclpio Maffei understands it 
of n certain wine called Port, from Oporto, a city of Portu- 
gal, of which thi«i professor invited him to drink abundandy 
Bcip. Mafl*. De Compotationibus Academicis. [And to tjbs 

Vol. n. 19 
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Low bow d the rest : he, kinglf, did but nod: 
So opright qaakera please both man and God. 
* Miadneai ! disDiiss that rabMe from yoor throne : 

Avannt ib Aristarchas yet unknown T SIC 

The mighty scholiast, whose unwearied pams 
Made Honoe dull, and humbled Hilton's strainn. 
rum what they will to Teree, their toU is vain. 
Clitics like me shall make it prose again. 
Roman and Greek grammarians I know your better 
Author of something yet more great than letter; 
^Hiile towering o'er your alphabet, like Saul, 
Stands our digamma, and o'ertops them alL 



pinioD of MaiTei iticlineth the Mgacioni annotstor on Dr. 
iCinr't advice to Horace.] 

Ver. 310. Aristarchus.] A famoos commentator and 
eonector of Homer, whose name baa been freqaentir used 
to aigairy a complete critic The compliment paid by onr 
author to thii eminent professor, in applying to him to great 
a name, was tlie reason that be hath omitted to comment on 
this part which contains his own praises. We shall, there- 
fore^ saoply that loss to oar best ability. SeriU. 



Ver. 814. Critics like me—] Alludins to two i 
editions of Horace and Bfilton; whose richest veins of poe- 
try he bad prodigally reduced to the poorest and most h«f- 
garly prose.— Verily the learned scholiast is grievou^ mis- 
taken. Aristarchas is not boasting here of the wonders of 
his art in annihilating the sublime; but of the usefulness of 
It, in reducing the turgid to its proper class; the words 
*make it prose again,* plainly showing that prose it wa>, 
thouffh ashamed of its original, and therefore to prose it 
should return. Indeed, much it is to be lamented that Dal- 
ness doth not confine her critics to this useful task; and 
commission them to dismount what Aristophanes eallt 
Pi|/(g»$* <9r9reC«;iov«, all proee on horse-back. Seribl. 

Ver. 816. Author of something yet more great than let- 
ter:] Alluding to those grammarians, such as Palaoiadoi 
andcKmonides, who invented single letters. But Aristar- 
ehus, who had found out a double one, was therefore wor 
thy of double honour. Seribl. 

Ver. 217, 818. While towering o*er your alphabet, like 
Saul- Stands our digamma,] Alludes to the boasted 
rosioratinn of the JEoVic digamma, in his long projected edi- 
tion of Homer. Ho sails it something more than letter, from 
the enormous figure it would make among the other le 
being one gamma, set upon the shoulders of anothor. 
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Tis truCf on words is still oar whole debate, 

DisputesofMeorTe, ofAutor At. 280 

To sound or sink in cano O or A, 

Or give up Cicero to C or K. 

Let Freind affect to speak as Terence spoke, 

And Alsop never but like Horace joke : 

For me, what Virgil, Pliny may de^y, 

Manilius or Solinus shall supply : 

For Attic phrase in Plato let them seek, 

I poach in Soidas for unlicensed Greek. 

In ancient sense if any needs will deal, 

Be sure I give them fhigments, not a meal ; 830 

REMARKS. 

Ver. 230. Of Me or Te.] It waa a Mriout diipate, about 
which the learned were much divided, aod aome treatisM 
written : had it beeo about iiMtcm aod (kiiiii it could not be 
more contested, than whether at the end of the first Ode of 
Horace, to read, M» doctaruw hedera pramia fronUum^ 
or Te doctorum hedert^—By this the learned soholiaat woula 
seem to insinuate that the dispute was not about meum aad 
teiim, which is a mistake : for as a venerable safe observ- 
eth. words are the eonnters of wise men, but the money of 
fools ; so that we see their propertj was indeed ooncerned. 

ScriU. 

Ver. 333. Or give up Cicero to C or KO Grammatical 
disputes about the manner of iMronouncing Cicero*s name in 
Greek. It is a dispute whether in Latin the name of Hor- 
magoras should end in as or a. Q,uintilian quotes Cicero as 
writing it, Hermagora, which Bentley rejects, and says, 
Quintilian must be mistaken, Cicero eouU not write it so. 
and that in this case he would not beheve Cicero himself. 
These are his very words : Ego vera CHceronem ita scr^- 
MtMB ne Ciceroni quidem nffirmanti erediderim. — Epist. ad 
JtiU. iHAn. Frag. Mwand. et Phil. 

Ver. 333,324. Freind— Alsop.] Dr. Robert Freind, mas- 
ter of Westminster-school, and canon of Christ-church— 
Dr. Anthony Alsop, a happy imitator of the Huratian style. 

Ver. 836. Manilina or Solinus.^ Some critics having 
had it in tlieir choice to comment either on Virgil or Mani- 
lius, Pliny or Solinus, have chosen the worse author, tlia 
more freely to display their critical capacity. 

Ver. 338, &c. Soidas, Gellios, Stobeus.l The first a 
dictionary-writer, a collector of impertinent Facts and ba^ 
barous words ; the second a minute critic ; the third an au- 
thor, who gave his common place book to the public, whera 
we happon to find much minco'meat of old booka. 
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Wbtt Gellins or Stobeu hash'd before, 

Or chew'd by blind old scholiasts o*er and o'er. 

The critic eye, that microscope of wit, 

Sees hairs and pores, examines bit by bit : 

How parts relate to parts, or they to whole. 

The body's harmony,*the beaming soul. 

Are things which Kuster, Bomham, Waase shall mm 

When man's whole frame is obvioas to a flea. 

' Ah think not, mistress ! more true dulneas liea 
In folly's cap, than wisdom's grave disgniae. 94$ 
Like buoys, that never sink into the flood. 
On learning's surface we bat lie and nod : 
Thine is the genuine head of many a house. 
And much divinity without a Nov;. 
Nor could a Barrow work on eveiy Uock, 
Nor has one Atterbory spoil'd the flock. 
See ! still thy own, the heavy canon roll. 
And metaphysic smokes invQlve the pole ; 
For these we dim the eyes, and stuff the head 
With all such reading as was never read : S90 

For thee explain a thing till all men. doubt it. 
And write about it, goddess, and about it : 
So spins the silk^worm small its slender store, 
And labours till it clouds itself all o'er. 
What though we let some better sort of fool 
Thrid every science, run through every school? 
Never by tumbler through the hoops was shown 
Such skill in passing all, and touching none. 
He may indeed (if sober all this time) 
Plague with dispute, or persecute with rhyme. 260 
We only furnish what he cannot use. 
Or wed to what he must divorce, a muse ; 

REMARKS. 
Ver. 245, 2-16. Barrow, Atterbury.l Iiaae Barrow, mas- 
ter of Triniiy, Franci« Atterbury, dean of Christ-eliorcli^ 
both great geotuaes and eloqueot preacbera ; one more eon- 
veraant in the ■ublime geomelry, the other in olaaaical lear» 
iof ; bat who equally made it their care to advaaoe iba P9 
•lU) arts in their aeverol jocietiee. 



THE DUNCIAB. 285 

PkiU in the midst of Euclid dip at once, 

And petrify a genius to a dunce : 

Or, set on metaphysic ground to prance, 

Show all his paces, not a step advance. 

With the same cement, ever sure to bind, 

We bring to one dead level every mind ; 

Then take him to develope, if you can, 

And hew the block off, and get out the man. 270 

But wherefore waste I words ? I see advance 

Whore, pupil, and iac'd governor, from France. 

Walker ! our hat' ^nor more he deign'd to say 

But stem as Ajax* spectre strode a^^ay. 

In flow'd at once a gay embroidered race. 
And tittering pushM the pedants off the place : 
Some would have spoken, but the voice was drown'd 
By the French-horn or by the opening hound. 
The first came forward with an easy mien, 
As if he saw St. James's and the queen. 280 

When thus th' attendant orator begun : 
Receive, great empress ! thy accomplish'd son ; 

RKHARKS. 

Ver. 272. Laced governor,] Why laced t Because gold 
and lilver are Decenary triinming to denote the dress of a 
person of rank, and the governor must be supposed so in 
foreign countries, to be admitted into courts and other places 
of fair receptfon. But how comes Aristarchus to know at 
sight that this governor came from France ? Know 1 Why, 
by the laced coat. ScribL 

Ibid. Whore, popil, and laced governor,] Some critics 
have objected to the order here, being of opinion that the 
governor should have the precedence before the whore, if 
not bAfore the pupil. Bat were be so placed, it might be 
thought to insinuate that the governor led the pupil to ilie 
whore ; and were th0 pupil placed first, he might be supposed 
10 lead the governor to her. But our impartial poet, as ho 
is drawing their picture, represents them in the order la 
which they are generally seen ; namely, the pupil between 
the whore and the governor ; but plaeeih the whore first, as 
she usnalty governs both the other. 

Ver. i280. As if be saw St. James**.] Reflecting of the 
dbrespectful and indecent behaviour of several forward 
foung persons in the presence, so oifeniive to all senovi 
■len, and to none more than the good Scriblerus. 

Ver. 281. The attendant orator.] The governor above 
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Thine from the binh» and sacred from the rod, 
A daantlen infant ! never Bcar*d with God. 
The sire aaw, one by one, hia virtuea wake ; 
Tlie mother begg*d the blesaiog of a rake. 
Thoa gaT*it that ripeness, which so soon hegan^ 
And ceaa*d so soon, he ne'er was boy nor man. 
Through school and college, thy kind clouds o*e 
Safe and unseen the young iEneas past : 89C 
Thenccr bursting glorious^ all at once let down* 
Stunn*d with his giddy lanim half the town. 
Intrepid then, o*er seas and lands he flew ; 
Europe he saw, and Europe saw him too. 
There aU thy gifts and graces we display, 
Thou, only thou, directing all our way : 
To where the Seine, obsequious as she ranat 
Pours at great Bourbon*a feet her silken aoM ; 
Or Tyber, now no longer Roman, rolls, 
Vain of Italian arts, Italian souls ; SOC 
To happy convents, bosom*d deep in vines, 
Where slumber abbots, purple aa their winea : 
To isles of fragrance, lily-siiver'd vales. 
Diffusing languor in the panting gales .* 
To lands of singing, or of dancing slaves, 
Love-whispering woods, and lute-resounding waves ; 
_- 1 — — 

RKMARKS. 
•aid. The poet gives liim no particular oaoie : beiagim- 
wiliiny, I preaume, to offeod or to do injuatioe to aay, by 
celebrating one only with whom this ehareoler agreai, ir 
prefereoce to so many who equally deserve it. ScriU. 

Ver. 884. A daaatless isfaai! never scaled with God.' 
i. e. brought up in the enlarged priaoiples «^ roodern edaea> 
tioo ; whose gieat point is, to keep the infant mind free ftea 
the pre^udioes of opinion, and the growing spirit anbrolu& 
bj terrifying naoMW. Amongst the happy eonseqoeocss of 
this reformed discipline, it is not the least that we have 
never aAerwards any occasion for the priest, whose trade, 
as a modern wit informs us, is only to finish what the nwse 
began. SerM, 

Ver. S8ft. The blessing of a rake.] Boribleras is here 
much at a loss to find out what this blessing shoaM be. fle 



H sometimes lampted to imagine it might bo tbs 



ling si 
light 
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Bttt chief her ihriiie where naked Vemn keepi, 
And Cupids ride the lion of the deeps ; 
Where, eased of fleets, the Adriatic main 
Wafts the smooth eanach and enamourM swain. 310 
Led 1^ my hand, be saanter'd Eorope roond, 
And gatberM evety vice on Christian ground ; 
Saw oTcrj coait, heard every king declare 
Hie royal sense of operas or the fair; 
The stews and pahoe equally explored. 
Intrigued with gk>ry, and with spirit whored; 
Tried all hon dPcBttwea, all Uquevn defined^ 
Judicious drank, and greatly daring dined ; 
DroppM the doll lumber of the Latin store, 
Spoil'd his own langnage, and acquired no more; 890 
All classic learning lost on classic ground ; 
And last tum*d air, the echo of a sound ; 



ryiof a great fortone : bat this agaio, for the vulgarity of it. 
he rejects, as something uacommon seemed to be prayed 
for : and af\er many strange conceits, not at all to the no 
DOur of the fair sex, he at length rests in this, that it was, 
that her son might pass for a wit: in which opinion be for- 
tifies himself by ver. 316, where the orator, spiMiking of his 
pupil, says that he 

lotrigaed with glory, and with spirit whored, 
which seems to.insinuate that ber prayer was heard. Here 
the good scholiast, as, indeed, every where else, lara open 
the rary soul of modern criticism, while he makes his own 
ignoranee of a poetical expression hold open the door to 
much erndition and learned conjecture : the blessing of a 
rake signifying no more than that he might be a rake ; the 
effects of a thing for the thine itself, a common figure. The 
careful mother only wished her son might be a rake, as wei. 
knowing that Its attendant blessings would follow of course. 

Ver. 307. But chief, ice.] These two lines, in their force 
of imagery and colouring, emulate and equal the pencil of 
Rubens. 

Ver. 308. And Cupids ride the lion of the deeps ;] The 
winged lion, the arms of Venice. This republic, heretofore 
the most considerable in Europe, for her navnl force and the 
extent of her commerce ; now illustrious for her carnivals. 

Ver. 318. Greutly daring dined :] It being, indeed, no 
small rink to eat through those extraordinary compohi* 
tions, whose diss^nited insfredients are generally uaknowo to 
tb« guests, and highly iaflammatory and unwholesome. 
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See now, half-curedi and perfectly weU-bied, 

With nothing but a solo in his head ; 

As much estate, and principle, and wit. 

As Janaen, Fleetwood, Gibber shall think fit ; 

Stolen from a duel, foliow'd by a non. 

And if a borough choose him, not undiHie 

See, to my country happy I restore 

This glorious youth, and add one Venus more. 330 

Her too receive (for her my soul adores,) 

So may the sons of sons of sons of whores 

I*rop thine, O empress ! like each neighbour throne^ 

And make a long posteri^ thy own.* 

Pleased, she accepts the hero and the dame, 
Wraps in her veil, and frees from sense of shame. 
Then looked, and saw a lazy, lolling sort. 
Unseen at church, at senate, or at court. 
Of ever-listless loiterers, that attend 
No cause, no trust, no duty, and no friend. 340 

Thee too, my Paridel ! she mark'd thee there. 
Stretched on the rack of a too easy chair, 

RKMARKS. 

Ver. 334. With nothing but a boIo in his bead ;] With 
nothing but a solo ? Why, if it be a 8olo, how should there 
be anj thing else ? Palpable tautology ! Read boldly ao 
opera, which is enough of conscience for each a head as has 
lost all its Latin. BenO. 

Ver. 326. Jansen, Fleetwood, Gibber.] Three very emi- 
nent persons, all managers of plays : who, though not go- 
vernors by profession, had, each in bis way, concerned them- 
selves in the education of yoath : and regulated their wits, 
their moralj<, or their finances, at that period of their age 
which is the most Important, their entrance into the polite 
world. Of the last of these, and his talents for this end, see 
Book i. ver. 199, &c. 

Ver. 3.31. Her too receive, ice] This confirms what the 
learned Scriblerus advanced in his note on ver. 272, that the 
governor, as well as the pupil, bad a particular interest in 
thisi lady. 
, Ver. .341. Thee too, my Paridel !] The poet seems to 
fpeak of this young gentleman with great affection. The 
niime is tiiken from Spenser, who gives it to a wandering 
courtly Vqiiire, that traveller! about for the same reason for 
which many young 'squires are now fond of traf ailing, and 
cfcpecially to Paris. 
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And heard thy everlaatiag jawn conftas 
The pains and penakiea of idleness. 
She pitied ! but her pity only shed 
Benigner influence on thy nodding head. 

But AnniuB, crafty seer, with ebon wand. 
And well-dissembled emerald on his hand, 
False as his gems, and canker*d as his coins, 
^ame, ciamm'd with capon, from where Pollio dmei. 
^ft as the wily fox is seen to creep, 351 

Where bask on sunny banks the simple sheep. 
Walk round and round, now prying here, now there, 
»o he ; but pious, whisper'd firet his prayer : 

Grant, gracious goddess ! grant me stiU to cheat , 
u may thy cloud sOU cover the deceit ! 
Thy choicer mists on this assembly shed. 
But pouT them thickest on the noble head. 
So shall each youth, assisted by our eyes. 
See other Cesars, other Homers rise ; 960 

mough twilight ages hunt the Athenian fowl. 
Which Chalcis gods, and mortals call an owl : 
Now see an Attys, now a Cecrops clear. 
Nay, Mahomet ! the pigeon at thine ear: 
Be rich in ancient brass, though not in gold 
And keep his Lares, though his house be sold • 
To headless Phoebe his hit bride postpone, ' 
Honour a Syrian prince above his own ; 
Lord of an Otho, if I vouch it true ; 
BlessM in one Niger, till he knows of two. ' 370 

REMARKS. 

^V' ?^\ ^""i°">] The name taken from Aanius Uie 
monk ofViterbo, famoua for many iroposiuons and foiveriea 
of ancient maniMcripte and inscriptiona, which he waa 
prompted to by mere vanity: bat our Anoios had a more 
subatantial motive. 

Ver. 363. Attya and Cecropa.] The firat king of Athena, 
of whom If IS hard to suppoae any coinaare extant; but not 
•o improbable as what followa, that there should be any of 
Mahomet, who forbade all images ; and the story of whoaa 
ptgeon was a monkish fable. Nevertheleaa, one of these 
Anniusea made a counterfeit medal of that imooBior now 
•n the collection of a learned nobleman. ""P""*'* "»* 
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Mammiiu o*ef1ieard lihn; Mammius, foot-renowo*d. 
Who like his Cheops stinira above the ground, 
Reroe as a startled adder, swell'd and said, 
Rattliag an andent sistram at his head : 

* Speak'st thou of Syrian princes ? Traitor base ! 
Mine, goddess! mine is aJl the homed race. 
True, he bad wit, to make their Talae rise : 
Prom foolish Greeks to steal tbem, was as wife ; 
More glorious yet, from barbarous hands to keep, 
When Sallee rovers chased him on the deep. • 380 
Then Uagfat by Hermes, and divinely bold, 
Down his own throat he risk*d the Grecian gohZ. 
Received each demi-god, with pions care. 
Deep in his entrails — I revered them there ; 
I bought them, shrouded in that living shrine, 
And, at their second birth, they itfue mine ' 

REMARFA. 

Ver.371. MommlM.] TbiF name i; sot merely an ajo- 
Rion to the Manimius he wa» «o fond of, but probably re^ 
red to the Roman leoeral of that oAme, who baroed Co- 
rioth, and coraraitted the curioaa statues to the captain of a, 
■hip, anarins him, *that if they were lost or broken, he 
should procare otbeis to be made in their «tead; by which 
it should seem (whatever majr he pretended) thai Kuraaias 
was no virtuoso. , . . . . ^ . 

Ibid. FooJ-reDOwnM,J Acompoond epithet m the Greek 
manner, resowned by fools, or renowned for making fools. 

Ver. 372. Cheops.] A kin; of Egypt whose body was 
certainly (o be known, as being buried alone in his pyramid, 
and is therefore more genuine than any of the Cleopalras. 
This foyal muramy, being stolen by a wild Arab, was pur- 
chased by the consul of Alexandria, and transmitted to the 
museom of Mnmmins; for proof of which he brings a pas- 
sage in Sandy's Travels, where that accurate and learned 
voyager a<!anres us that he saw the sepulchre empty, which 
agrees exactly, saith be, with the time of the theft above- 
mentioned. But he omits to observe- that Herodotus tells 
the same thing ofit in his time. 

Ver. 37.5. Speak*st thou of Syrian princes? &c.] The 
strange story following, which may be taken for a fiction of 
the poet, is Jostified by a tme relation in Spon*s Voyages. 
Vaiiiant (who wrote the History of the Syrian kings a'a it is 
to be found on medab) coming from the Levant, where he 
had been collecting varioiM coins; and being panned by ■ 
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' Witnegs, great Ammon ! bj whoee boras I •wore/ 
Replied soft Anniiis, * this our paunch before 
Btill bears them faithful ; and that thus I eat. 
Is to refund the medals with the meat 390 

To prove me, goddess ! clear of all design, 
Bid me with Pollio sup, as well as dine : 
There all the leara'd shall at the labour stand, 
And Douglas lend his soft, obstetric hand.* 

The goddess, smiling, seem'd to give consent; 
So back to Pollio, hand in hand they went. 

Then thick as locusts blackening all the ground, 
A tribe with weeds and shells fantastic crowned, 
Each with some wondrous gift approached the power, 
A nest, a toad, a fungus, or a flower. 40O 

But fiur the foremost, two, with earnest zeal. 
And aspect ardent, to the throne appeal. 

The first thus open'd : ' Hear thy suppliant's eall. 
Great queen, and common mother of us all ! 
Fair fVom its humble bed I rear*d this flower, 
Suckled, and cheered, with air, and sun, and shower 



coFBair of Sallee, swallowed down twenty gold medals. A 
sudden t>oraBque freed him from the rover, and he got to 
land with them in his belly. On his road to Ayignon ho 
met two ptkjTMcianf , of whom he demanded auietance. One 
advised porgatioos, the other vomits. In this uncertainty 
he took neither, but pursued his way to Lyons, where he 
found his ancient friend the famous physician and antiquary 
Dafour, to whom he related bis adyenture. Dafoar, with* 
oat staying to inquire about the uneasy symptoms ot 1h» 
burthen he carried, first asked him, whether the medals 
were of the higher empire? He assured him they were. 
Dufour was ravished with the hope of possessing so rare a 
treasure ; be bargained with him on the spot for the most 
curious of them, and was to recover them at his own expense. 

Ver. 387. Witness great Ammon !} Jupiter Ammon is 
called to witness, as the father of Alexander, to whom those 
kin<^ succeeded in the division of the Macedonian empire, 
and whose hurn« they wore on their medals. 

Ver. 394. Douglas.1 A physician of great learning and 
no less taste; above all, cnriouii in what related to Horace, 
of whom he collected every edition, translation, and eoio- 
nent, to the number of several hundred volumes. 
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Soft on the paper raff its leaves I spread, | 

Bright with the gilded button tippM his head ; 

Theo throned in glass and named it Caroline : | 

Each maid cried, Charming ! and each youth. Divine ! i 

Did nature's pencil ever blend such rays, 4ir 

Such varied light in one promiscuous blaze? 

Now prostrate ! dead ! behold that Caroline : 

No maid cries, Charming ! and no youth. Divine ! 

And lo the wretch ! whose vile, whose insect lust 

Laid this gay daughter of the spring in dust. 

Oh punish him, or to the Elysian shades 

Dismiss my soul, where no carnation ^es !* 

He ceased, and wept. With innocence of mien. 
The accused stood forth, and thus address'd the queen: 

* Of all the enameird race, whose silveiy wing 421 
Waves to the tepid zephyrs of the spring, 
Or swims along the fluid atmosphere, 
Once brightest shined thb child of heat and air. 
I saw, and started from its vernal bower 
The rising game, and chased from flower to flower. 
It fled, 1 followed ; now in hope, now pain ; 
It stopp'd, I stopped ; it moved, I moved again. 
At last it fix'd, 'twas on what plant it pleased. 
And where it fix'd, the beauteous bird I seized; 490 
Rose or carnation was below my care ; 
I meddle, goddess ! only in my sphere. 
I tell the naked fact vrithout disguise, 
And to excuse it, need but show the prize ; 
Whose spoils this paper offers to your eye. 
Fair e'en in death ! this peerless butterfly.' 



UMAJIKS. 

Ver. 400. And namod it Caroline:] It !■ a comiilimeat 
wbich tli« florUtfl usaally pay to princes and great persona, 
to give tbeir names to the roost eurioua flowers of their 
railing: some have been very jealous of vindicating this ho- 
luur, but none more than that ambiiioui gardener at Ham- 
mersmith, who caused bin favourite to he luiioted on bla 
sign, with thia ioscripUoo : This ia nij Quoco Carulitie . 
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' My tons !* she answer'd, * both have done 7001 | 

parts : I 

Live happy both, and long promote our arts. 
But hear a mother, when she recommends 
To your fraternal care our sleeping friends. 440 

The common soul, of Heaven's more frugal make, 
Serves but to keep fools pert and knaves awake ; 
A drowsy watchman, that just gives a knock, 
And breaks our rest to tell us what's a clock. 
Yet by some olgect evei^ brain is stirr'd ; 
The dull maj^vaken to a humming-lnrd ; 
The most recluse, discreetly opened, find 

Congenial matter in the cockle kind ; - / 

The mind in metaphysics at a loss, 
May wander in a wilderness of moss ; 450 

The head that turns at superlunar things. 
Poised with a tail, may steer on Wilkins' wings. 

* O ! would the sons of men once think their eyes. 
And reason given them but to study flies ! 

See nature in some partial narrow shape, 

And let the author of the whole escape ; 

Learn but to trifle ; or, who most observe, ^ 

To wonder at their Maker, not to serve.* 

* Be that ifiy task,' replies a gloomy cleii^ 

Sworn foe to mystery, yet divinely dark ; 4fi0 ^ 

Whose pious hope aspires to see the d^ i 

When moral evidence shall quite decay, ] 



REMARKS. 

Ver. 4^. Wiikins' wings.] One of the first projectors 
of the Royal Society, who, among many enlarffed and use- 
Ail notions, ootertaioed the extravagant hope of a possibility 
to fly to the moon ; which has put some volatile geniuses 
upon making wings for that purpose. 

Ver. 462. When moral evidence shall qntto decay.] 
Alludins to a ridiculous and absurd way of some mathema- 
tieians, m calculating the gradual decay of moral evtdencs 
by mathematical projiortions : according to which calcula- 
tion, in about fifly years it will be no longer probable that 
Julius Ciesar was in Gaul, or died in the senate-house. Set 
Craig's Theologi» CbriatianaB Priocipia Mathematica. But, 



9H POPE*S POETICAL WORKS. 

And damiM implicit faith, and holy liea, 

PhMopt to impoae, and fond to dogmatize : 

* Let othen creep 1^ timid steps and alow. 

On plain experience lay foandationa low, 

By common aenae to common knowled|^ bred. 

And last, to nature's Canae through nature led. 

All-seeing in thy mists, we want no guide, 

Mother of arrogance, and source of pride ! 47i' 

We nobly uke the high |iriort road, 

And reaaon downward till we doub^f God ; 

Make nature still encroach upon his plan. 

And shove him off as far as e*er we can : 

Thrust some mechanic cause ioto his place, 

Or bind in matter, or diffuse in space. 

Or, at one bound, o*erleaping all his laws. 

Make God man's image, man the final cause; 

find virtue local, all relation scorn. 

See all in eelt, and but for self be bom : 480 

Of nought so certain as our reason still, 

Of nought so doubtful as of soul and will. 

Oh hide the God still more ! and make us see 

Such as Lucretius drew, a godlike thee : 

WrappM up in Belt, a god without a thought, 

Reganlless of our merit or default. 

Or that bright image to our fancy draw. 

Which Tbeocles in raptured visions saw. 

Wild through poetic scenes the genius roves, 

Or wanders wUd in academic groves ; 490 

That nature our society adores. 

Where Tindal dictates, and Silenus i 



KEMAKKB 

n» it teemi evidsnt, that facts of a UutuiaDd ysari old, for 
iastsoce, are now as probabie as they wera five hundred 
yeara ago ; it is plain thai if m fifly more they quite disap- 
pear, it moat be owmc, not to their arguaneota, but to the 
extraordinary (Mwer of our goddeaa; for whose help, thera- 
fbre, thov nave reaaon to pray. 

v.*. |'9S. IVbere Tindal dictatea, and Sileooa aoorea.] 
It cannot be darned but that this fine atiofce of aatire againal 
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Roused at his name up rose the bowzy sire, 
And shook from out bis pipe the seeds of fire ; 
Then snapp'd his box, and stroked his belly down, 
Rosy and reverend, though without a gown. 
Bland and familiar to the throne he came. 
Led up the youth, and caird the goddess dame. 
Then thus : * From priestcraft happily set free, 
Lo ! every finished son returns to thee : 500 

First, slave to words, then, vassal to a name, 
Then, diipe to party ; child and man the same ; 

REMARKS, 
atheism wag well iatended. But bow must the reader smile 
at our author's officious zeal, when be is told, thai at the 
time this was written, you might as soon have found a wolf 
in England as an atheist ? The truth is, the whole species 
was exterminated. There is a trifling difference, indeed, 
poncerning the author of the achievement. Some, as Dr. 
Ashenhurst, gave it to Bentley's Boylean Lectures. And 
he BO well convinced that great man of the truth, that 
wherever aOerwards he found atheist, ho always read it 
A theist. But, in spite of a claim so well made out, others 
gave the honour of this exploit to a later Boylean lecturer. 
A judicious apologist for Dr. Clarke against 'Mr. Wfaiston, 
says, with no less elegance than positiveness of expression. 
It IS a most certain truth, that the Demonstration of the 
Being and Attributes of God, has extirpated and banished 
atheism out of the Christian world,' p. 18. It is much to be 
lamented, that the clearest truths have still their dark side. 
Here wo see it becomes a doubt which of the two Hercules* 
was the monster-queller. But what of that? Since the 
thing is done, and the proof of it so certain, there is no oc* 
casion for so nice a canvassing of circumstances. SeribL 

Ver. 493. Silenus.] Silenus was an Epicurean philoso- 
pher, as ap^tears from Virgil, Eclog. vi. where he sings tiis 
]irineiples of that philosophy in his drink. 

Ver. 501. First sliive to words, Sec] A recapitulation 
of the whole course of modern education described in this 
hook, which confines youth to the study of words only in 
schools ; subjects them to the authority of systems in the 
tMiiverxities ; and deludes them with the names of party di»> 
tinctiona in the world; ail equally concurring to narrow the 
understanding, and establish slavery nnd error in literature^ 
philosophy, and politics. The whole finished in modern 
i'rce-ihinking: the completion of whatever is vnin, wrong 
and destructive to the happiness of mankind ; as it eats* 
b!i«!ies self-love for the sole principle of action. 
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Bounded by nature, narrow'd still by ait, 

A trifling head, and a contracted heart. 

Tbxa bred, thus taught, how many hare I seen. 

Smiling on all, and smiled on by a queen ! ' 

Marktd out for honours, honoured for their bhtii. 

To thee the most rebellious things on earth : 

Now to thy gentle shadow all are shrunk, 

All melted down in pension, or in punk ! 5)0 

So K*, so B**, sneak'd into the grave, 

A monarch's half, and half a harlot's slave. 

Poor W**, nipp'd in folly's broadest bloom, 

Who praises now ? his chaplain on his tomb. 

Then take them all, oh take them to thy breast. 

Thy Magus, goddess ! shall perform the rest.' 

With that, a wizard old his cup extends; 
Which whoso tastes, forgets his former friends. 
Sire, ancestors, himself. One casts his eyes 
Up to a star, and like Endymion dies : 50Q 

A feather, shooting from another's head. 
Extracts his brain ; and principle is fled ; 
Lost is his God, his country, every thing; 
And nothing left but homage to a king ! 



RBHARKS. 

Ver. 506. Smiled on by a queen !] i. e. This qneen or 
ffoddeM of Duioew. 

Ver. 517. With that, a wiaard old, &c.] Here beginnoih 
the celebration of the greater mysteries of tlie goddess, which 
tnepoet. In bis invocation, rer. 5, promised to sing. 

Ver. 518. —forgets his former friends.] Sorely there 
little needed the force of charms or magpie to set aside a use- 
jess friendship. For of all the accommodations of fashiona- 
Die life, as there are none more repuUble, so there are none 
of so little charge as friendship. It fills up the void of life 
with a name of dignity and respect: and at the same time 
M ready to give place to every passion that oflers to dispote 
P<^«ipn with it. Scriil. 

I ft ?'• V^» *^* •^'®** '* *•" ®**^» *»" conntrv^-and nothing 
left but homage to a king !] So sbvnge as this mnst seem to 
a mere English reader, the famous Mons. de la Bruyere de- 
clare it to be the character of every pood subject in « mo- 
narchy: « Where,* says he, 'there is no such thing r? lov-i 
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The vulgar nerd turn off to roll with hogs, 
To run with horses, or to hunt with dogs ; 
But, sad example ! never to escape 
Their infamy, still keep the human shape. 

But she, good goddess, sent to every child 
Firm, impudence, or stupefaction mild ; 590 

And straight succeeded, leaving shade no room, 
Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian gloom. 

Kind self-conceit to some her glass applies, 
Which no one looks in with another's eyes ; 
But, as the flatterer or dependant paint. 
Beholds himself a patriot, chief, or saint. 
On otherof interest her gay livery flings. 
Interest, that waves on party-colour'd wings : 



of our countr^r, thu interest, the glory, and service of the 
prince, supply its place.* De la Republique, chap. x. 

or this duty another celebrated French author speaks in- 
deed a little more disrespectfully ; which for that reason we 
shall not translate, but give in his own words: 'L'amour de 
la patrie, le grand motif des premiers heros, n'esl plus re- 
gard^ que comme une chimdre; I'id^e du service du roi 
etendue jusqu*& Tuubli de tout autre principe, tient lieu de 
ce qu*on appelloit autrefois grandeur d'ame et fid6lit6.*— 
Bonlainvilliers Hist, des Anciens Parlements de France, See 

Ver. 538. Still keep the human shape.] The effects of 
the Magus's cup, by which is allegorized a total corruption 
of heart, are just contrary to that of Circe, which only repre 
sents the sudden plunging into pleasures. Hers, therefore, 
took away ihe shape, and left the human mind; his takes 
away the mind, and leaves the human shape. • 

Ver. 529. But she, good goddess, &:c.] The only com- 
*brt people can receive, must be owing m some shape or 
%>ther to Dulness ; which makes some stupid, others impa- 
dent, gives self-conceit to some, upon the flatteries of their 
dependants, presents the false colours of interest to others, 
and busies, or amuses the rest with idle pleasures or sen- 
suality, till they become easy under any infamy. Each of 
which s(>ecies is here shadowed under alltgorical persons. 

Ver. 532. Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian gloom.] i. e. 
she communicates to them or her own virtue, or of her royal 
colieatfiies. The Cibberian forehead being to fit them for 
self-conceit, self-iutercut, &c. and the Cimmerian gloom, for 
the pleasure-) of opera and the table. Seribl 
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Tara*d to the san, she casts a thousand djes. 

And, as she turns, the colours fall or rise. . 540 

Others the syren sisters warble round. 
And empty heads console with empty sound. 
No more, alas ! the voice of fame they hesr. 
The balm of Dulness trickling in their ear. 
Great C**, 11**, P*», R**, K*, 
Why all your toils ? your sons haTe lean'd to ^u|g. 
How quick ambition hastes to ridicule ! 
The sire is made a peer, the son a fool. 

On some, a priest succinct in amice white 
Attends ; all flesh is nothing in his sight ! 560 

Beeres, at his tonch, at once to jeUy tnn^ 
And the huge boar is shrunk into an urn : 
The board with specious miracles he loads, 
Toms hares to larks, and pigeons into toads. 
Another (for in all what one can shine ?) 
Explains the seve and verdeur of the vine. 

EKHARKS. 
Ver. 553. The board with specious miracles be loads, 
Sec] ScriblerUB Beema at a loss in this place. Spuio9a. 
mirmeula (says be) according to Horace, were the moa- 
stroos fables of the Cyclops, Lsstrygoos, Seyllo, &e. YIHiai 
relation have these to the tronstbrmation of hares into larks, 
or of pigeons into toads 1 I shall tell thee. The Lastcy- 
goQs spitted men upon Spears as we do larks upon skewers ; 
and the fair pigeon tamed to a toad, is similar to the fair 
virgin Seyila ending in a filthy beut. But here is th« diffi- 
culty, why piseons in so shocking a shape should be bronght 
to a table. Hares, indeed, might be cut into larks, at a se- 
cond dressing, out of froffality : yet that seemj* no probable 
motire, when we consider the extravagance before men- 
tioned, of dissolving whole oxen aud boars into a small viaJ 
of jelly ; nay« it is expressiy said, that all fle^th is nothing in 
bis sight. 1 have searched in Apjiicus, Pliny, and the featji 
of'Triinalchio, in vain; I can only r(>«ulv<* it into mme mys- 
terious sapersiitious rile, as it is saui t(» I)r rione by a priest, 
and M>on aAer called a sacrific>i, nttotided (a^ all ancieoi 
sacrificefl were) with libation and ><iiig. SeribL 

This giKMi scholiast, not being acquninte:! with modern 
I'laury, was ignorant that the>ie wito miiv tlm miracleit of 
Pr*»n««h cookery, and that pariirulurly pij/rons en craprau 
»«fr« a common dish. 

"-'«. G50. Seve and verdtur] Prrnsh icrtns rbtatiuj ti- 
wines, which signify their flavour aud p.ii^nancy. 
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What cannot copious sacrifice atone .' 
Thy truffles, Perigord ! thy hams, Bayonne ! 
With French libation, and Italian strain, 
Wash Bladen white, and expiate Hay's stain. 560 
Knight lifts the head : for what are crowds undone, 
To three essential partridges in one ? 
Gone every blush, and silent all reproach. 
Contending princes mount them in their coach. 
Next, bidding all draw near on bended knees, 
The queen confeni her titles and degrees. 
Her children first of more distingulshM sort. 
Who study Shakspeare at the inns of couit, 



Et jo gn^erois que chez le commaodeur, 
VUlandri priseroit ssiteve et sa verdeur. 

Dhmreaux, 

St. Evremont hat a very pathetic letter to a nobleman in 
disgrace, advising him to aeek comfort in a good table, and 
iwrtinolarly to be attentive to these qualities in his cham- 
paifoe. 

Yer. 560. Bladen— Hays.] Names of gamesters. Blad'>n 
in a black man. Robert Knisht, Cashier of the Soath-8ea 
Company, who fled from England in 1720, (aAerwards par- 
doned in 1742.) These lived with the utmost magnificence 
ut Paris, and kept open tables frequented by persons of the 
first quality in England, and even by princes of the blood of 
Prance. 

Ibid. Bladen, &c.1 The former note of Bladen is a black 
naan,* is very absurd. The manuscript here is partly obli- 
terated, and doubtless could only have been, Wash black- 
moors white, alluding to a known proverb. Scribl. 

Ver. 567. , 

Her children first of more distlnguishM sort, 
Who study Shakspeare at the inns of court,] 

III would that scholiast discharge his doty, who should 
neglect to honour those whom Dulness has distinguished ; or 
•uner them to lie forgotten, when their rare modesty would 
have left them nameless. Let ua not, therefore, overloo' 
the serriccs which have been done her cause, by one M 
Thomos Edwardsj a gentleman, as he is pleased to call lii~ 
self, of LincolnVion ; but in reality, a gentleman only i ' 
the Dnnoiad ; or, to speak him better, in the plain language 
of our honest ancestors to such mushrooms, a gentleninn of 
the last edition : who, nobly eluding the solicitude of his 
careful fathsr, very early retained himself in the canse s 



100 POPE'S POETICAL WORKSL 

Impale a glow-worm, or virtu profess. 

Shine in the dignity of F. R. S. 570 

Some, deep free-masons, join the silent race. 

Worthy to fill Pythagoras's place : 

Some botanists, or florists at the least. 

Or issue members of an annual feast. 

REMARKS. 

Dalneaa against Shakspeare, and with tbe wit and famine 
of his ancestor Tom Thimble in tho Rebeanal, and witE 
the air of good nature and poluenen of Caliban ia the Tern- 
lieitt, hafh now happily finished the Dunce's progress, in per- 
sonal abuse. For a libeller is nothing bat a Grub-sireet 
critic run to seed. 

Lamentable is the Dulness of these gentlemen of the Dan- 
ciad. This Fungoso and bis friends, who are all gentlemen, 
have exclaimed mach against us for reflecting his birth, in 
the wor^ ' a gentleman of the last edition,* which we here- 
by declare concern not his birth, but his adoption only ; and 
mean no more than that he is become a gentleman of the 
last edition of the Dunciad. Since gentlemen, then, are so 
captious, we think it proper to declare, that Mr. Thomaa 
Thimble, who is here said to be Mr. Thomas Edward's an 
eestor, is only related to him by tbe Muse's side. ScriiL 

This tribe of men, which Scriblerus has here so well ex- 
emplified, our poet hath elsewhere admirably cbaraeteriMd 
in that happy line, 

A brain of feathers, and a heart of lead. 

For the satire extends much farther than to the person who 
occasioned it, and takes in the whole species of those on 
whom a good education (to fit them for some useful and 
learned profession) has been bestowed in vain. That worth- 
ess band 

Of ever-listless loiterers, that attend 
No cause, no trftst, no duty, and no friend ; 
who, with an understanding too dissipated and futile for the 
offices of civil life; and a heart too lumpish, narrow, and 
contracted for those of social, become fit for nothing; and 
^0 turn wits and critics, where sense and civility are neither 
^required nor expected. 

Yer. 571. Some, deep free-masons, join the silent race.] 
The poet all alon? expresses a very particular concern for 
this silent race. He has here provided, that in case they 
will not waken or open (as was before proposed) to a hum- 
' ming-bird or a cockip, yet at worst they may be made fre»> 
masons; where taciturnitv is the only OMential qualifiei^ 
tion, as it was the chief of the disciples of Pythagorta 
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Nor pass'd the meanest unregarded : one 
Rose a Gregorian, one a Gonnogon : 
The last, not least in honour or applause, 
Isis and Cam made Doctors of her laws. 

Then blessing all, * Go, children of my care, 
To practice now from theory repair. 580 
All my commands are easy, short, and full : 
My sons ! be proud, be selfish, and he dull. 
Guard my prerogatiye, assert my throne ; 
This nod confirms each privilege your own. 
The cap and switch-be sacred to his grace ; 
With staff and pumps the marquis lead^ the race; 
From stage to stage the licensed earl may run, 
Pair'd with his fellowHsharioteer the sun. 
The learned baron butterflies design. 
Or draw to silk Arachne*s subtHe line ; 090 

REMARKS. 

Ver. 576. A Gregorian, one a Gormogon;] A sort oflay- 
brotben, slips from the roots of the free-maaons. 

Ver. 584. Each privilege your own, Sec] This speech 
of DalnesB to her sons at parting, may possibly fall short 
of the reader's expectation ; who may imagine the goddess 
might give them a charge of more consequence, and, from 
such a theory as is before delivered, incite them to the prae* 
tice of something more extraordinary, than to personats 
running footmen, jockeys, stage-coachmen, Sec. 

But if it be -well-considered, that whatever inclination 
Ihey might have to do mischief, her sons are generally ren- 
dered harmless by their Inability; and that it is the common 
effect of Dulness (even in her greatest efforts) to defeat her 
own design ; the poet, I am persuaded, will be Justified, and 
it will be allowed that these worthy persons, in their several 
ranks, do as much as can be expected from them. 

Ver. 585. The cap and switch, &c.] The soddess's po- 
litical balance of favour, in the distribution of her rewards, 
deserves our notice. It consists of joining with those ho- 
nours claimed by birth and high place, others more adapted 
to the genius and talents of the candidates. And thus her 
great forerunner, John of Leyden, king of Munster, entered 
on his government by making his ancient friend and com- 
panion, KoipperdolUng, general of his horse, and hangman. 
And had but fortune seconded his great schemes of refor- 
mation, it is said he would have established his whole 
household on the same reasonable footing. Seribl. 

Ver. 590. Arachne's subtile line;] This is one of the 
most ingenious employments assigned, and therefore reeom 
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Tlie jadge to dance his brother lexgeaiit call. 
The senator at cricket vufgo the ball ; 
The biahop atow (pontifio luxury !) 
A hundred aoula of turkeja in a pie ; 
The atuidj 'equire to Gallic maaten Bto<^ \ 
And drown his lands and /manon in a soup. 
Others import yet nobler arts from France, 
Teach kings to fiddle, and make senates dance. 
Perhaps more high some daring son may soar, 
Proud to my list to add one monarch more. GOO 

And, nobly conscious, princes are but things 
Bom for first ministers, as slaves for kings. 
Tyrant supreme ! shall three estates command. 
And make one mighty Dunciad of the land !* 

More she had spoke, but yawn'd — ^All nature nods : 
What mortal can resist the yawn of gods 7 
Churches and chapels instantly it reach*d : 
(St James's first, for leaden G^ preach'd:) 

REMARKS, 
mended only to peers of learning. Of weaving etockiqfi of 
the webs of spiders, see the Phil. Trans. 

Ver. 591. The judge to danoe his brother seijeant caU H 
Alluding perhaps to that ancient and solemn danoe, entitle^ 
A call of sergeants. 

Ver. 506. Teach kings to fiddle.l An ancient amoae- 
ment of sovereign princes (viz.^ Achilles, Alexander, Nero ; 
though des;:ised by Themistocfes, who was a repuWcan.— 
Make senates dance, either aAer their prince, or to Potn> 
toise, or Siberia. 

Ver. d06. What mortal can resist the yawn of gods?] 
This verse is truly Homerical ; as is the omelusion of the 
action, where the great mother composes all, in the sanw 
manner as Minerva at the period of the Odyssey. It may 
indeed, seem a very singular epitasis of a poem, to end as 
this does, with a great yawn : but we must consiaer it as the 
yawn of a god, and of powerful effects. It is not out of aa- 
ture ; most long and grave councils concluding in this vary 
manner: nor without authority, the incomparable Spenser 
havug ended one of the most considerable of his works 



with a roar: but then it is the roar of a lion; the i 
(hereof are described as the catastrophe of the poem. 

Ver. 607. Churches and chapeb, ice.} The progress of 
the yawn is judicious, natural, and worthy to be ooCoA 
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Then catcVd the schools ; the Hall scntroe kept 

awake; 
The oonvocation gaped, bat could not speak : 610 
Lost was the nation's sense, nor could be found, 
While the long solemn unison went round : 
Wide, and more wide, it spread o'er all the realm, 
E'en Palinurus nodded at the helm ; 
The vapour mild o'er each committee crept ; 
Unfinish'd treaties in each office slept ; 
And chiefless annies dozed out the campaign ! 
And navies yawn'd for orders on the main. 

O muse ! relate (for you can tell alone, 
Wits have short memories, and dances none) 620 

KEMARKS. 
Fint it leizeth the churches and chapels, then catohetb the 
schools, where, though the bojrs be nnwilling to sleep, the 
msitera are not Next Westmiiuter-hall, much more hard, 
indeed, to rabdne, and not totally put to silence even by the 
" Then the convocation, which though extremely 



godd( 
2e8ir< 



deeiroofl to speak, yet cannot. Bven the house of com- 
mons, justlv called the sense of the nation, is lost (that is to 
~ f suspended) during the yawn ; (far be it from our author 
suggest it could be lost any loncer !) but it spreadeth at 
large over all the rest of the kingdom to such a degree, that 
Fafinurns himself (though as incapable of sleeping as Jupi- 



ter) yet noddeth for a moment; tlw effect of whi^, though 
ever so momentary, could not but cause some relaxation 
for the time, in all public affairs. Seribl. 



thou take this gape for a yawn, which is attended with no 
desire but to go to rest, by no means the disposition of the 
oonvocation; whose melancholy case in short is this: she 
was, as is reported, infected with the general influence of the 
goddess: and while she was yawning carelessly at her ease, 
a wanton courtier took her at advantage, and in the very 
nick clapped a gag Into her chops. Well, therefore, may we 
know her meaning by her gapmg; and this distressful pos- 
ture our poet here describes, just as she stands at this day, a 
sad example of the effects of Dulness and Malice, uncheck 
•d and despised. BetUL 

Ver. 615, 618. These verses were written many years 
ago, and may be found in the state poems of that time. 8o 
that Scriblerus is mistaken, or whoever else have imagined 
this poem of a fresher date: 

Ver. 630. Wits have short memories,)] This seems tr 



8M POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 

Relate who first, who last resignM to rest , 

Whose heads she partly, whose completely blesa'd ; 

What charms could faction, what ambitioii lull. 

The venal quiet, and entrance the dall ; 

Till drown'd was sense, and shame, and right, and 

wrong— 
O sing, and hush the nations with thy song ! ^^^^ 

In yain, in vain, the all-composing hour 
Resiatlesi falls ! the muse obeys the power 
She comes ! she comes ! the sable throne behold 
Of night primeval, and of Chaos old ! 630 



bo the rraioD why the poets, when they give as a catalogtn, 
coDstantly call for help oo the muaei, who, as the daog hteis 
of memory, are obliged not to forget any thing. So Homer, 
IUadB.U. 

Andyiifil,iEo.Vn. 

Et meministis enim, divn, et memorare potettis : 

Ad noc viz tenuis famaB periabitor aura. 
But our poet had yet another reason for putting thu tadc 
upon the muse, that, all besides being asleep, she only could 
relate what passed. ScribL 

Ver. 624. The venal auiet, and, &0.I It were a problem 
worthy the solution of Mr. Ralph and nis patron, who had 
lights that we know nothing of, which required the greatest 
effort of our aoddess's power— to entrance the dufl, or to 

auiet the venal. For though the venal may be more unruly 
lan the dull, yet, on the other hand, it demands a much 
greater expense of her virtue to entrance than barely to 
quiet ScribL 

Ver. 0Si9. She comes ! she comes ! &&] Here the muse, 
like Jove*s eagle, afler a sudden stoop at ignoble game, 
Boareth again to the skies. As prophecy hath ever been one 
of the chief provinces of poesy, our poet here foretels from 
what we feel, what we are to fear; and, in the style of other 
prophets, ham used the future tense for the preterit ; since 



what he says shall be, is already to be seen in the writings 
of some even of our most adored authors, in divinity, phi* 
. . 'lyiics, metaphysics, &c. 1 ' 
named in such company. 



01 some even 01 our most aaorea autnors, m aivmuy. put 
losophy, physics, metaphysics. Sec, who are too good, is 
ieed, to be 
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Before her, ftney'i gilded clooda decay, 

And all its Taiying rainbows die away. 

Wit shoots in Tain his momentary fires, 

The meteor drops, and in a flash expires. 

As one by one, at dread Medea's strain. 

The sickening stars fade off the ethereal plain ; 

As Argus' eyes, by Hermes' wand oppress'd. 

Closed one by one to ereriasting rest ; 

Thus at her felt approach, and secret might. 

Art after art goes out, and all is night : 640 

See skulking truth to her old cavern fled. 

Mountains of casuistiy heap'd o'er her head ! 

Philosophy, that lean'd on Heaven before. 

Shrinks to her second cause, and is no more. 

Physic of metaphysic begs defence. 

And metaphjrsic calls for aid on sense ! 

See mjrstery to mathematics fly ! 

In vain ! they gaze, turn giddy, rave, and die. 

Religion, blushing, veils her sacred fires. 

And unawares morality expires. 650 

REMARKS. 

Ibid. The aable throne behold.] The sable thrones of 
Night and Chaos, here represented as advancing to extin- 
guish the light of the sciencea, in the first place blot out the 
colours of nney, and damp the fire of wi^ before they pro- 
ceed to their work. 

Ver. 641. Truth to her old cavern fled,] Alluding to 
the sayinff of Democritus, that * Truth lav at the bottom of a 
deep well, from whence he had drawn her;* though Butler 
says, * He first put her in, before he drew her ouL' 

Ver. 649. Keligion, blushing, veils her sacred fires,] 
Blushinff as well at the memory of the past overflow of Dui- 
neas, when the barbarous learning of so many ages was 
whoQy employed in corrupting the simplicity, and defiling 
the purity of religion, as at the view of these her false sup- 
ports in Uie present; of which it would be endless to recount 
the particulars. However, amidst the extinction of all other 
lights, she is said only to withdraw hers! as hers alone in 
its own nature is unextinguishable and eternal. 

Ver. 650. And unawares morality expires.] It appears 
from hence that our poet was of very difTerent sentiments 
from' the auUior of the Characteristics, who has written a 
fbrmal treatise on virtue, to prove it not only real, but dura- 
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Nor jrablie flane, nor private dam to ahiiie ; 
Nor haman ipark is left, nor gUmpie dime ! 
Lo ! thy dread empire, Chaoa ! la realored ; 
light diea before thy uocreatiaff word : 
Thy hand, great Anarch ! lets the cnrtain&ll. 
And oniTOiaal daricneaa buries all 

ESMAftKl. 

ble without the support pf rolifioD. Tbo word Unawmras 
nlludei to tho eonfideDce of those men who soppow that 
morality woold floorith best witbont it, and eonseqoeatJy to 
(be Mrorise sneh would be hi (if any socb there are) who, 
indeed, We rirtue, and yet do all they eaa U» root oat tbe 
rriigion of their country. 



END OF VOLfJMB U. 



